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SCYTHYANNES,  SALVAGE 
AS  THE  WOLVES  THEIE 
CHACDE, 

PEYNCTED  IN  HORROWE 
FORMES  BIE  NATURE 
DYGHTE, 

HECKLED  YN  BEAST-SKYns, 
SLEPTE  UPONNE  the  WASTe, 
AND  WYTH  THE  MORNE- 
YNGE  ROUZED  THE 
WOLFE  TO  FYGHTE, 


*  Hid¬ 

den. 

*  Broke. 


Va- 


Swefte  as  descendeynge  lemes  of  roddie 
lyghte 

Plonged  to  the  *hulstred  bedde  of  laveynge 
seas, 

*Gerd  the  blacke  mountayn  okes  yn  drybblets 
twighte, 

And  ranne  yn  thoughte  alonge  the  azure  mees, 

Whose  eyne  dyd  feerie  sheene,  like  blue- 
hayred  ^defs, 


pours,  That  dreerie  hange  upon  Dover's  emblaunched 


meteors. 


clefs. 


Soft  boundeynge  over  swelleynge  azure  reles 
The  salvage  natyves  sawe  a  shyppe  appere; 
An  uncouthe  denwere  to  theire  bosomme 

steles; 

Theyre  myghte  ys  knopped  ynne  the  froste  of 
fere. 

The  headed  javlyn  lisseth  here  and  there; 
Theie  stonde,  theie  ronne,  theie  loke  wyth 
eger  eyne; 

^Swel-  The  shyppes  sayle,  ^boleynge  wythe  the 
ling.  kyndelie  ayre, 

Ronneth  to  harbour  from  the  beateynge  bryne; 
Theie  dryve  awaie  aghaste,  whanne  to  the 
stronde 

4 Deadly.  A  burled  Trojan  lepes,  wythe  *Morglaien 
E.  sweerde  yn  honde. 


Hymme  followede  eftsoones  hys  compheeres, 
whose  swerdes 

Glestred  lyke  gledeynge  starres  ynne  frostie 
nete, 
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Hayleynge  theyre  captaync  in  vchirckynge  v  Chat- 
wordes  tering.  E. 

Kyngc  of  the  lande,  whereon  theie  set  theyre 
fete. 

The  greete  kynge  Brutus  thanne  theie  dyd 
hym  greete, 

Prepared  for  battle,  mareschalled  the  fyghte; 

Theie  urg'd  the  warre,  the  natyves  fledde,  as 
flete 

As  fleaynge  cloudes  that  swymme  before  the 
syghte; 

Tyll  tyred  with  battles,  for  to  ceese  the  fraie, 

Theie  uncted  Brutus  kynge,  and  gave  the 
T rojanns  swaie. 


Twayne  of  twelve  years  han  lemed  up  the 
myndes, 

Leggende  the  salvage  unthewes  of  theire 
breste, 

Improved  in  mysterk  warre,  and  lymmed 
theyre  kyndes, 

Whenne  Brute  from  Brutons  sonke  to 
aeterne  reste. 

Eftsoons  the  gentle  Locryne  was  possest 

Of  swaie,  and  vested  yn  the  ^paramente; 

®*Halceld  the  bykrous  Huns,  who  dyd 
infeste 

Hys  wakeynge  kyngdom  with  a  foule 
intente; 

As  hys  broade  swerde  oer  Homberres  heade 
was  honge, 

He  tourned  toe  ryver  wyde,  and  roarynge  rolled 
alonge. 


*  A 

princely 

robe. 

^De¬ 

feated. 
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He  wedded  Gendolyne  of  roieal  sede, 

Upon  whose  countenance  rodde  healthe  was 
spr  eade ; 

Bloushing,  alyche  the  scarlette  of  herr  wede, 
She  sonketopleasunceonthemarryage  bedde. 
Eftsoons  her  peacefull  joie  of  mynde  was 
fledde ; 

Elstrid  ametten  with  the  kynge  Locryne; 
Unnombered  beauties  were  upon  her  shedde, 
Moche  fyne,  moche  fayrer  thanne  was 
Gendolyne ; 

The  mornynge  tynge,  the  rose,  the  lillie  floure, 
In  ever  ronneynge  race  on  her  dyd  peyncte 
theyre  powere. 

The  gentle  suyte  of  Locryne  gayned  her  love : 
Theie  lyved  soft  momentes  to  a  swotie  age, 
Eft  wandringe  yn  the  coppyce,  delle,  €r  grove, 
Where  ne  one  eyne  mote  theyre  disporte 
engage; 

*  A  tale.  There  dydde  theie  tell  the  merrie  lo  vynge  *fage, 

Croppe  the  prymrosen  floure  to  decke  theyre 
headde ; 

The  feerie  Gendolyne  yn  woman  rage 
Gemoted  warriours  to  bewrecke  her  bedde ; 
Theie  rose;  ynne  battle  was  greete  Locryne 
sleene; 

The  faire  Elstrida  fledde  from  the  enchafed 
queene. 

A  tye  of  love,  a  dawter  fayre  she  hanne, 
Whose  boddeynge  morneyng  shewed  a  fayre 
daie, 
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Her  fadre  Locrynne,  once  an  hailie  manne. 

Wyth  the  fayre  dawterre  dydde  she  haste 
awaie, 

To  where  the  Western  mittee  pyles  of  claie 

Arise  ynto  the  cloudes,  and  doe  them  beere; 

There  dyd  Elstrida  and  Sabryna  staie; 

The  fyrste  tryckde  out  a  whyle  yn  warryours 
gratch  and  gear; 

Vyncente  was  she  ycleped,  butte  fulle  soone 
fate 

Sente  deathe,  to  telle  the  dame,  she  was  notte  yn 
^regrate. 


The  queene  Gendolyne  sente  a  gyaunte 
knyghte, 

Whose  doughtie  heade  swepte  the  emmertle- 
ynge  skies, 

To  slea  her  wheresoever  she  shuldebepyghte, 

Eke  everychone  who  shulde  her  ele  emprize. 

Swefte  as  the  roareynge  wyndes  the  gyaunte 
flies, 

Stayde  the  loude  wyndes,  and  shaded  reaulmes 
yn  nyghte, 

Stepte  over  cytties,  on  meint  acres  lies, 

Meeteynge  the  herehaughtes  of  morneynge 
lighte; 

Tyll  mooveynge  to  the  Weste,  myschaunce 
hys  gye, 

He  thorowe  warriours  gratch  fayre  Elstrid  did 
espie. 


He  tore  a  ragged  mountayne  from  the  grounde, 
Harried  uppe  noddynge  forrests  to  the  skie, 

b 


^Esteem. 
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Thanne  wythe  a  fuirie,  mote  the  erthe  astounde, 
To  meddle  ayre  he  lette  the  mountayne  flie. 
The  flying  wolfynnes  sente  a  yelleynge  crie; 
Onne  Vyncente  and  Sabryne  felle  the  mount; 
To  lyve  aeternalle  dyd  theie  eftsoones  die; 
Thorowe  the  sandie  grave  boiled  up  the 
pourple  founte, 

On  a  broade  grassie  playne  was  layde  the 
hylle, 

Staieyngetherounynge  course  of  meintalimmcd 
rylle. 

The  goddes,  who  kenned  the  actyons  of  the 
wyghte, 

To  Meggen  the  sadde  happe  of  twayne  so 
fayre, 

^Houton  dyd  make  the  mountaine  bie  theirc 
mighte. 

Forth  from  Sabryna  ran  a  ryverrc  cleere, 
Roarynge  and  rolleynge  on  yn  course 
*bysmare; 

From  female  Vyncente  shotte  a  ridge  of  stones, 
Eche  syde  the  ryver  rysynge  heavenwere; 
Sabrynas  floode  was  helde  ynne  Elstryd  s 
bones. 

So  are  theie  cleped;  gentle  and  the  hynde 
Can  telle,  that  Severnes  streeme  bie  Vyncentes 
rocke's  ywrynde. 

Bulky.  The  vbawsyn  gyaunt,  hee  who  dyd  them  slee, 
To  telle  Gendolyne  quycklie  was  ysped; 
Whanne,as  he  strod  alonge  the  shakeynge  lee, 
The  roddie  levynne  glestered  on  hys  headde : 


Lessen. 

Hol¬ 

low. 

Bewil¬ 

dered. 


Into  hys  heartc  the  azure  vapoures  spreade; 
He  wrythde  arounde  yn  drearie  dernie  payne; 
Whanne  from  his  lyfe^blodde  the  rodde  lemes 
were  fed, 

He  felle  an  hepe  of  ashes  on  the  playne; 
Stylle  does  hys  ashes  shoote  ynto  the  lyghte, 
A  wondrous  mountayne  hie,  and  Snowdon  ys 
ytte  hyghte. 


AN  EXCELENTE  BALADE  OF 
CHARITIE: 

As  wroten  bic  the  gode  Prieste  Thomas 
Rowley,  1464. 


N  Virgyne  the  sweltrie 
sun  gan  sheene, 

And  hotte  upon  the  mees 
did  caste  hys  raie; 

The  apple  rodded  from 
his  palie  greene, 

And  the  mole  peare  did 
bende  the  leafy 
spraie ; 

The  peede  chelandri  sunge  the  livelong  daie; 
'Twas  nowe  the  pride,  the  manhode  of  the 
yeare, 

And  eke  the  grounde  was  dighte  in  its  mose  defte 
aumere. 


The  sun  was  glemeing  in  the  midde  of  daie, 
Deadde  still  the  aire,  O'  eke  the  welken  blue, 
When  from  the  sea  arist  in  drear  arraie 
A  hepe  of  cloudes  of  sable  sullen  hue, 

The  which  full  fast  unto  the  woodlande 
drewe, 

*  Beau'-  Hiltring  attenes  the  sunnis  *fetive  face, 
teous.  And  the  blacke  tempeste  swolne  O  gatherd  up 
apace. 

Beneathe  an  holme,  faste  by  a  pathwaie  side, 
Which  dide  untoe  Seyncte  Godwine's 
covent  lede, 
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A  hapless  pilgrim  moneynge  did  abide, 

P ore  in  his  viewe,  ungentle  in  his  weede, 

Longe  bretful  of  the  miseries  of  neede. 

Where  from  the  hail-stone  coulde  the  *  aimer  *  Beggar, 
flie  d 

He  had  no  housen  theere,  ne  anie  covent  nie. 

Look  in  his  glommed  face,  his  sprighte  there 
scanne; 

Howe  woe-be-gone,  how  withered, 
forwynd,  deade ! 

Haste  to  thie  church-glebe-house,  asshrewed 
manne ! 

Haste  to  thie  Hkiste,  thie  onlie  dortoure  bedde.  *  Coffin. 

Cale,  as  the  claie  whiche  will  greonthie  hedde, 

Is  Charitie  and  Love  aminge  highe  elves; 

Knightis  and  Barons  live  for  pleasure  and 
themselves. 

The  gatherd  storme  is  rype;  the  bigge  drops 
falle ; 

The  ^forswat  meadowes  smethe,  and  drenche  *  Sun- 
theraine;  burnt. 

The  comyng  ghastness  do  the  cattle  pall, 

And  the  full  flockesaredrivyngeore  the  plaine; 

Dashde  from  the  cloudes  the  waters  ^flott  *  Fly. 
againe ; 

The  welkin  opes;  the  yellow  levynne  flies; 

And  the  hot  fierie  smothe  in  the  wide  lo  wings  dies. 

Liste!  now  the  thunder's  rattling  clymmynge 
sound 

*Cheves  slowlie  on,  G*  then  embollen  clangs,  *  Moves. 
13 


Fright¬ 

ed. 


Back¬ 

ward. 

Poor. 


Shakes  the  hie  spyre,  &  losst,  dispended, 
drown'd, 

Still  on  the  *gallard  eare  of  terroure  hanges; 

The  windes  are  up;  the  lofty  elmen  swanges; 

Again  the  levynne  and  the  thunder  poures, 
And  the  full  cloudes  are  braste  attenes  in  stonen 
showers. 

Spurreynge  his  palfrie  oere  the  watrie  plaine, 

The  Abbote  of  Seyncte  Godwynes  convente 
came; 

His  chapournette  was  drented  with  the  reine, 

And  his  pencte  gyrdle  met  with  mickle  shame; 

He  ^aynewarde  tolde  his  bederoll  at  the  same; 

The  storme  encreasen,  and  he  drew  aside, 
With  the  ^mist  almes  craver  neere  to  the  holme 
to  bide. 


His  cope  was  all  of  Lyncolne  clothe  so  fyne, 
With  a  gold  button  fasten'd  neere  hys  chynne , 
His  autremete  was  edged  with  golden  twynne; 
And  his  shoone  pyke  a  loverds  mighte  have 
binne; 

F ull  well  it  shewn  he  thoughten  coste  no  sinne ; 
The  trammels  of  thepalfryepleasde  hys  sighte, 
For  the  horse-millanare  his  head  with  roses 
dighte. 


An  almes,  sir  prieste !  the  droppynge  pilgrim 
saide, 

O !  let  me  waite  within  your  covente  dore 
Till  the  sunne  sheneth  hie  above  our  heade, 
And  the  loude  tempeste  of  the  aire  is  oer ; 


Helpless  and  ould  am  I  alas!  and  poor; 

N o  house,  ne  friend,  ne  moneie  in  my  pouche: 
All  yatte  I  call  my  owne  is  this  my  silver  crouche. 

Varlet,  replyd  the  Abbatte,  cease  your  dinne; 

This  is  no  season  almes  and  prayers  to  give ; 
Mie  porter  never  lets  a  faitour  in; 

None  touch  mierynge  who  not  in  honour  live. 

And  now  the  sonne  with  the  blacke  cloudes 
did  stryve, 

And  shettynge  on  the  grounde  his  glairie  raie, 
The  Abbatte  spurrde  his  steede,  and  eftsoones 
roadde  awaie, 

Once  moe  the  skie  was  blacke,  the  thounder 
rolde ; 

Faste  reyneynge  oer  the  plaine  a  prieste  was 
seen; 

Ne  dighte  full  proude,  ne  buttoned  up  in 
golde; 

His  cope  €r  jape  were  graie,  Oeke  were  clene ; 

A  Limitoure  he  was  of  order  seene; 

And  from  the  pathwaie  side  then  turned  hee, 
Where  the  pore  aimer  laie  binethe  the  holmen 
tree. 

An  almes,  sir  priest !  the  droppynge  pilgrim 
sayde, 

For  sweete  Seyncte  Marie  G"  your  order  sake. 

The  Limitoure  then  loosen'd  his  pouche 
threade, 

And  did  thereoute  a  groate  of  silver  take ; 

The  mister  pilgrim  dyd  for  *halline  shake. 
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Here  take  this  silver,  it  maie  eathe  thie  care ; 

We  are  Goddes  stewards  all,  nete  of  oure  owne 
we  bare. 

But  ah !  unhailie  pilgrim,  lerne  of  me, 

Scathe  anie  give  a  rentrolle  to  their  Lorde. 

*  Semi'-  Here  take  my  *semecope,  thou  arte  bare  I  see; 
cope.  E.  Tis  thyne;  the  Seynctes  will  give  me  mie 
rewarde. 

He  left  the  pilgrim,  and  his  waie  aborde. 

Virgynne  and  hallie  Seyncte,  who  sitte  yn 
gloure, 

Or  give  the  mittee  will,  or  give  the  gode  man 
power. 
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M  BATTLE  OF  HASTINGS. 

CHRYSTE,  it  is  a  grief 
for  me  to  telle, 

How  manic  a  nobil  erle 
and  valrous  knyghte 
In  fyghtynge  for  Kynge 
Harrold  noblie  fell, 

A1  sleyne  in  Hastyngs 
feeld  in  bloudie 
fyghte. 

O  sea !  our  teeming  donore  han  thy  floude, 

Han  anie  fructuous  entendement, 

Thou  wouldst  have  rose  and  sank  wyth  tydes  of 
bloude, 

Before  Duke  Wyllyam's  knyghts  han  hither 
went; 

Whose  cowart  arrows  manie  erles  sleyne, 

And  brued  the  feeld  wyth  bloude  as  season 
rayne. 

And  of  his  knyghtes  did  eke  full  manie  die, 

All  passyng  hie,  of  mickle  myghte  echone, 
Whose  poygnant  arrowes,  typp'd  with  destynie, 
Caus’d  manie  wydowes  to  make  myckle  mone. 
Lordynges,  avaunt,  that  chycken'-harted  are, 
From  out  of  hearynge  quicklie  now  departe ; 
Full  well  I  wote,  to  synge  of  bloudie  warre 
Will  greeve  your  tenderlie  and  mayden  harte. 
Go,  do  the  weaklie  womman  inn  mann’s 
geare, 

And  scond  your  mansion  if  grymm  war  come 
there. 


(No.  I.) 
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Soone  as  the  erlie  maten  belle  was  tolde, 

And  sonne  was  come  to  byd  us  all  good  daie, 
Bothe  armies  on  the  feeld,  both  brave  and  bolde, 
Prepar'd  for  fyghte  in  champyon  arraie. 

As  when  two  bulles,  destynde  for  Hocktide 
fyghte, 

Are  yoked  bie  the  necke  within  a  sparre, 

Theie  rend  the  erthe,  and  travellyrs  affryghte, 
Lackynge  to  gage  the  sportive  bloudie  warre ; 
Soe  lacked  Harroldes  menne  to  come  to 
blowes, 

The  N ormans  lacked  for  to  wielde  their  bowes. 

Kynge  Harrolde  turnynge  to  hys  leegemen  spake: 
My  merrie  men,  be  not  caste  downe  in  mynde; 
Land.  Your  onlie  *lode  for  aye  to  mar  or  make, 

E.  Before  yon  sunne  has  donde  his  welke,  you'll 
fynde. 

Your  loving  wife,  who  erst  dyd  rid  the  londe 
Of  Lurdanes,  and  the  treasure  that  you  han, 
Wyll  falle  into  the  Normanne  robber's  honde, 
Unlesse  with  honde  and  harte  you  plaie  the 
manne. 

Cheer  up  your  hartes,  chase  sorrwe  farre  awaie, 
Godde  and  Seyncte  Cuthbert  be  the  worde 
to  daie. 

And  thenne  Duke  Wyllyam  to  his  knyghtes  did 
saie: 

My  merrie  menne,  be  bravelie  everiche; 

Gif  I  do  gayn  the  honore  of  the  daie, 

Ech  one  of  you  I  will  make  myckle  riche. 

Beer  you  in  mynde,  we  for  a  kyngdomm  fyghte ; 
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Lordshippes  and  honores  cchone  shall  posscssc; 
Be  this  the  worde  to  daie,  God  and  my  Ryghte; 
Ne  doubte  but  God  will  oure  true  cause  blesse. 
The  clarions  then  sounded  sharpe  and  shrille; 
Deathdoeynge  blades  were  out  intent  to  kille. 

And  brave  Kyng  Harrolde  had  nowe  donde  hys 
saie; 

He  threwe  wythe  myghte  amayne  hys  shorte 
horse'-spear, 

The  noise  it  made  the  duke  to  turn  awaie, 

And  hytt  his  knyghte,  de  Beque,  upon  the  ear. 
His  cristede  beaver  dyd  him  smalle  abounde; 
The  cruel  spear  went  thorough  all  his  hede, 

The  purpel  bloude  came  goushynge  to  the 
grounde, 

And  at  Duke  Wyllyam's  feet  he  tumbled  deade: 
So  fell  the  myghtie  tower  of  Standrip, 
whenne 

It  felte  the  furie  of  the  Danish  menne. 

O  Afflem,  son  of  Cuthbert,  holie  Sayncte, 

Come  ayde  thy  freend,  G*  shewe  Duke  W  yllyam's 
payne ; 

Take  up  thy  pencyl,  all  his  features  paincte; 
Thy  coloryng  excells  a  synger  strayne. 

Duke  Wyllyam  sawe  hys  freende  sleyne  pite- 
ouslie, 

His  lovynge  freende  whome  he  muche  honored, 
For  he  han  lovd  hym  from  puerilitie, 

And  theie  together  bothe  han  bin  ybred: 

O !  in  Duke  Wyllyam's  harte  it  raysde  a  flame, 
To  whiche  the  rage  of  emptie  wolves  is  tame. 
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He  tooke  a  brasen  crosse-bowe  in  his  honde, 
And  drewe  it  harde  with  all  hys  myghte  amein, 
Ne  doubtyng  but  the  bravest  in  the  londe 
Han  by  his  soundynge  arrowe-lede  bene  sleyne. 
Alured's  stede,  the  fynest  stede  alive, 

Bye  comelie  forme  knowlached  from  the  rest ; 
But  nowe  his  destind  howre  dyd  aryve, 

The  arrowe  hyt  upon  his  milkwhite  breste: 

So  have  I  seen  a  ladie-smock  soe  white, 
Blowninthemornyng^mowddowneatnight. 


With  thilk  a  force  it  dyd  his  bodie  gore, 

That  in  his  tender  guttes  it  entered, 

In  veritee  a  fulle  clothe  yarde  or  more, 

*  Scared.  And  downe  with  ^flaiten  noyse  he  sunken  dede. 
E.  Brave  Alured,  benethe  his  faithfull  horse, 

Was  smeerd  all  over  withe  the  gorie  duste, 

And  on  hym  laie  the  recer's  lukewarme  corse, 
^Re-  That  Alured  coulde  not  hymself  ^aluste. 
lease.  E.  The  standyng  Normans  drew  theyr  bo  we 

echone, 

And  broght  full  manie  Englysh  champyons 
downe. 


The  Normans  kept  aloofe,  at  distaunce  stylle, 
The  Englysh  nete  but  short  horse-spears  could 
welde; 

The  Englysh  manie  dethe-sure  dartes  did  kille, 
And  manie  arrowes  twang'd  upon  the  sheelde. 
Kynge  Haroldes  knyghts  desir'de  for  hendie 
stroke, 

And  marched  furious  o'er  the  bloudie  pleyne, 

In  bodie  close,  and  made  the  pleyne  to  smoke ; 
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Theire  sheelds  rebounded  arrowes  back 
agayne. 

The  Normans  stode  aloofe,  nor  hede  the 
same, 

Their  arrowes  woulde  do  dethe,  tho'  from  far 
of  they  came. 

Duke  Wyllyam  drewe  agen  hys  arrowe  strynge, 
An  arrowe  withe  a  sylver'-hede  drewe  he; 

The  arrowe  dauncynge  in  the  ayre  did  synge, 
And  hytt  the  horse  Tosselyn  on  the  knee. 

At  this  brave  T osslyn  threwe  his  short  horse- 
speare; 

Duke  Wyllyam  stooped  to  avoyde  the  blowe; 
The  yrone  weapon  hummed  in  his  eare, 

And  hitte  Sir  Doullie  Naibor  on  the  prowe: 

Upon  his  helme  soe  furious  was  the  stroke, 

It  splete  his  bever,  and  the  ryvets  broke. 

Downe  fell  the  beaver  by  T osslyn  splete  in 
tweine, 

And  onn  his  hede  expos'd  a  punie  wounde, 

But  on  Destoutville’s  sholder  came  ameine, 

And  fell'd  the  champyon  to  the  bloudie  grounde. 
Then  Doullie  myghte  his  bowestrynge  drewe, 
Enthoughte  to  gyve  brave  Tosslyn  bloudie 
wounde, 

But  Harolde's  asenglave  stopp'd  it  as  it  flewe, 
And  it  fell  bootless  on  the  bloudie  grounde. 

Siere  Doullie,  when  he  saw  hys  venge  thus 
broke, 

Death-doynge  blade  from  out  the  scabard 
toke 
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And  now  the  battail  closde  on  everych  syde, 
And  face  to  face  appeard  the  knyghts  full  brave; 
They  lifted  up  theire  bylies  with  myckle  pryde, 
And  manie  woundes  unto  the  Normans  gave. 
So  have  I  sene  two  weirs  at  once  give  grounde, 
White  fomyng  hygh  to  rorynge  combat  runne; 
In  roaryng  dyn  and  heaven-breaking  sounde, 
Burste  waves  on  waves,  and  spangle  inthesunne; 
And  when  their  myght  in  burstynge  waves  is 
fled, 

Like  cowards,  stele  alonge  their  ozy  bede. 


Yonge  Egelrede,  a  knyghte  of  comelie  mien, 
Affynd  unto  the  kynge  of  Dynefarre, 

At  echone  tylte  and  tourney  he  was  seene, 

And  lov'd  to  be  amonge  the  bloudie  warre ; 
He  couch'd  hys  launce,  and  ran  with  mickle 
myghte 

Ageinste  the  brest  of  Sieur  de  Bonoboe; 

He  grond  and  sunken  on  the  place  of  fyghte. 
O  Chryste !  to  fele  his  wounde,  his  harte  was 


woe. 


Ten  thousand  thoughtes  push'd  in  upon  his 
mynde, 

Not  for  hymselfe,  but  those  he  left  behynde. 


He  dy'd  and  leffed  wyfe  and  chyldren  tweine, 
Whom  he  wyth  cheryshment  did  dearlie  love; 
In  Englande's  court,  in  goode  Kynge  Edwarde's 
regne, 

He  wonne  the  tylte,  and  ware  her  crymson 
glove; 

And  thence  unto  the  place  where  he  was  borne, 


T ogcthcr  with  hys  wclthe  and  better  wyfe, 

To  Normandie  he  dyd  perdie  returne, 

Inp  eace  and  quietnesse  to  lead  his  lyfe ; 

And  now  with  sovrayn  Wyllyam  he  came 
To  die  in  battel,  or  get  welthe  and  fame. 

Then,  swefte  as  lyghtnynge,  Egelredus  set 
Agaynst  du  Barlie  of  the  mounten  head; 
Inhisderehartesbloudehislongelauncewaswett, 
And  from  his  courser  down  he  tumbled  dede. 
So  have  I  sene  a  mountayne  oak,  that  longe 
Has  caste  his  shadowe  to  the  mountayne  syde, 
Brave  all  the  wyndes,  tho'  ever  they  so  stronge, 
Andviewthebriersbelowewithself'-taughtpnde; 
But,  whan  throwne  downe  by  mightie 
thunder  stroke, 

He'de  rather  bee  a  bryer  than  an  oke. 

Then  Egelred  dyd  in  a  declynie 

Hys  launce  uprere  with  all  hys  myghte  ameine, 

And  strok  Fitzport  upon  the  dexter  eye, 

And  at  his  pole  the  spear  came  out  agayne. 

Butt  as  he  drewe  it  forthe,  an  arrowe  fledde 
Wyth  mickle  myght  sent  from  de  Tracy's  bowe, 
And  at  hys  syde  the  arrowe  entered, 

And  oute  the  crymson  streme  of  bloude  gan  flowe; 
In  purple  strekes  it  dyd  his  armer  staine, 

And  smok'd  in  puddles  on  the  dustie  plaine. 

But  Egelred,  before  he  sunken  downe, 

With  all  his  myghte  amein  his  spear  besped, 

It  hytte  Bertrammil  Manne  upon  the  crowne, 
And  bothe  together  quicklie  sunken  dede. 
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So  have  I  seen  a  rocke  o'er  others  hange, 

Who  stronglie  plac'd  laughde  at  his  slippry  state, 
But  when  he  falls  with  heaven-peercynge  bange 
That  he  the  sleeve  unravels  all  theire  fate, 

And  broken  onn  the  beech  thys  lesson  speek, 
The  stronge  and  firme  should  not  defame  the 
weake. 

Howel  ap  Jevah  came  from  Matraval, 

Where  he  by  chaunce  han  slayne  a  noble's  son, 
And  now  was  come  to  fyghte  at  Harold's  call, 
And  in  the  battel  he  much  goode  han  done; 
Unto  Kyng  Harold  he  foughte  mickle  near, 

F or  he  was  yeoman  of  the  bodie  guard ; 

And  with  a  targyt  and  a  fyghtyng  spear 
He  of  his  boddie  han  kepte  watch  and  ward : 
True  as  a  shadow  to  a  substant  thynge, 

So  true  he  guarded  Harold  hys  good  kynge. 

But  when  Egelred  tumbled  to  the  grounde, 
Hefrom  Kynge  Harolde  quicklie  dyd  advaunce, 
And  strooke  de  T racie  thilk  a  crewel  wounde, 
Hys  harte  and  lever  came  out  on  the  launce. 

And  then  retreted  for  to  guarde  his  kynge, 

On  dented  launce  he  bore  the  harte  awaie; 

An  arrowe  came  from  Auffroie  Griel's  strynge, 
Into  hys  heele  betwyxt  hys  yron  staie; 

The  grey-goose  pynion,that  thereon  was  sett, 
Eftsoons  wyth  smokyng  crymson  bloud  was 
wett. 

His  bloude  at  this  was  waxen  flaminge  hotte, 
Without  adoe  he  turned  once  agayne, 
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And  hytt  dc  Grid  thilk  a  blowe,  God  wote, 
Maugre  hys  helme,  he  splete  his  hede  in  twayne. 
This  Auffroie  was  a  manne  of  mickle  pryde, 
Whose  featliest  bewty  ladden  in  his  face: 

His  chaunce  in  warr  he  ne  before  han  tryde, 

But  lyv'd  in  love  and  Rosaline's  embrace; 

And  like  a  useless  weede  amonge  the  haie 
Amonge  the  sleine  warriours  Griel  laie. 

Kynge  Harolde  then  he  putt  his  yeomen  bie, 
And  ferslie  ryd  into  the  bloudie  fyghte; 

Erie  Ethelwolf,  and  Goodrick,  and  Alfie, 
Cuthbert,  and  Goddard,  mical  menne  of  myghte, 
Ethelwin,  Ethelbert,  and  Egwin  too, 

Effred  the  famous,  and  Erie  Ethelwarde, 

Kynge  Harolde's  leegemenn,  erlies  hie  and  true, 
Rode  after  hym,  his  bodie  for  to  guarde; 

The  reste  of  erlies,  fyghtynge  other  wheres, 
Stained  with  N orman  bloude  theire  fyghtynge 
speres. 

As  when  some  ryver  with  the  season  raynes 
White  fomynge  hie  doth  breke  the  bridges  oft, 
Oerturns  the  hamelet  and  all  conteins, 

And  layeth  oer  the  hylls  a  muddie  soft; 

So  Harold  ranne  upon  his  Normanne  foes, 
Andlaydethe  greate  and  small  upon  the  grounde, 
And  delte  among  them  thilke  a  store  of  blowes, 
Full  manie  a  Normanne  fell  by  him  dede 
wounde ; 

So  who  he  be  that  ouphant  faieries  strike, 
Their  soules  will  wander  to  Kynge  Offa's 
dyke. 
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Fitz  Salnarville,  Duke  William's  favourite 
knyghte, 

To  noble  Edelwarde  his  life  dyd  yielde; 

Withe  hys  tylte  launce  hee  stroke  with  thilk  a 
myghte, 

The  Norman's  bowels  steemde  upon  the  feeld. 
Old  Salnarville  beheld  hys  son  lie  ded, 

Against  E  rle  E  delward  his  bo  we-strynge  drewe ; 
But  Harold  at  one  blowe  made  tweine  his  head; 
He  dy'd  before  the  poignant  arrowe  flew. 

So  was  the  hope  of  all  the  issue  gone, 

And  in  one  battle  fell  the  sire  and  son. 

De  Aubignee  rod  fiercely  thro'  the  fyghte, 

T o  where  the  boddie  of  Salnarville  laie ; 
Quodhe:  Andartthouded,thoumanneofmyghter' 
I'll  be  revenged,  or  die  for  thee  this  daie. 

Die  then  thou  shalt,  Erie  Ethelwarde  he  said; 

I  am  a  cunnynge  erle,  and  that  can  tell. 

Then  drewe  hys  swerde,  G'ghastliecuthys  hede, 
And  on  his  freend  eftsoons  he  lifeless  fell, 
Stretch'd  on  the  bloudie  pleyne;  great  God 
forefend, 

It  be  the  fate  of  no  such  trustie  freende ! 

The  Egwin  Sieur  Pikeny  did  attaque; 

He  turned  aboute  and  vilely  souten  flie; 

But  Egwyn  cutt  so  deepe  into  his  backe, 

He  rolled  on  the  grounde  and  soon  dyd  die. 

His  distant  sonne,  Sire  Romara  de  Biere, 
Soughte  to  revenge  his  fallen  kynsman's  lote, 
But soone Erie Cuthbert’s  dented  fyghtyng  spear 
Stucke  in  hisharte,  D’stayd  his  speed,  God  wote. 
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He  tumbled  downe  close  by  hys  kynsman's 
syde, 

Myngle  their  stremes  of  pourple  bloude,  and 
dyU 

And  now  an  arrowe  from  a  bowe  unwote 
Into  Erie  Cuthbert's  harte  eftsoons  dyd  flee; 
Who  dving  sayd:  Ah  me!  how  hard  my  lote! 
Now  slayne,  mayhap,  of  one  of  lowe  degree. 

So  have  I  seen  a  leafie  elm  of  yore 
Have  been  the  pride  and  glorie  of  the  pleine, 
But,  when  the  spendyng  landlord  is  growne 
poore, 

It  falls  benethe  the  axe  of  some  rude  sweine; 
And  like  the  oke,  the  sovran  of  the  woode, 

It's  fallen  boddie  tells  you  how  it  stoode. 

When  E  del  ward  perceevd  Erie  Cuthbert  die, 
On  Hubert  strongest  of  the  Normanne  crewe, 
As  wolfs  when  hungred  on  the  cattel  flie, 

So  Edelward  amaine  upon  him  flewe. 

With  thilk  a  force  he  hyt  hym  to  the  grounde; 
And  was  demasing  howe  to  take  his  life, 

When  he  behynde  received  a  ghastlie  wounde 
Gyven  by  de  Torcie,  with  a  stabbyng  knyfe; 
Base  trecherous  Normannes,  if  such  actes  you 
doe, 

The  conquer'd  maie  clame  victorie  of  you. 

The  erlie  felt  de  Torcie's  trecherous  knyfe 
Han  made  his  crymson  bloude  and  spirits  floe; 
And  knowlachyng  he  soon  must  quyt  this  lyfe, 
Resolved  Hubert  should  too  with  hym  goe. 
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He  held  hys  trustie  swerd  against  his  breste, 
And  down  he  fell,  and  peered  him  to  the  harte; 
And  both  together  then  did  take  their  reste, 
Their  soules  from  corpses  unaknell'd  depart; 
And  both  together  soughte  the  unknown 
shore, 

Where  we  shall  goe,  where  manie's  gon 
before. 

Kynge  Harolde  Torcie's  trechery  dyd  spie, 

And  hie  alofe  his  temper'd  swerde  dyd  welde, 
Cut  offe  his  arme,  and  made  the  bloude  to  flie, 
His  proofe  steel  armoure  did  him  littel  sheelde ; 
And  not  contente,  he  splete  his  hede  in  twaine, 
And  downe  he  tumbled  on  the  bloudie 
grounde; 

Mean  while  the  other  erlies  on  the  playne 
Gave  and  received  manie  a  bloudie  wounde, 
Such  as  the  arts  in  warre  han  learnt  with  care, 
But  manie  knyghtes  were  women  in  men's 
geer. 

Herrewald,  borne  on  Sarim's  spreddyng  plaine, 
Where  Thor's  fam'd  temple  manie  ages  stoode; 
Where  Druids,  auncient  preests,  did  ryghtes 
ordaine, 

And  in  the  middle  shed  the  victyms  bloude; 
Where  auncient  Bardi  dyd  their  verses  synge 
Of  Caesar  conquer'd,  and  hys  mighty  hoste, 

And  how  old  Tynyan,  necromancing  kynge, 
Wreck'd  all  hys  shyppyng  on  the  British  coaste, 
And  made  hym  in  his  tatter'd  barks  to  flie, 
'Till  Tynyan's  dethe  and  opportunity. 
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To  make  it  more  renomed  than  before, 

(I,  tho  a  Saxon,  yet  the  truthe  will  telle) 

The  Saxonnes  steynd  the  place  wyth  Brittish 
gore, 

Where  nete  but  bloud  of  sacrifices  felle. 

Tho'  Chrystians,  stylle  they  thoghte  mouche  of 
the  pile, 

And  here  theie  mett  when  causes  dyd  it  neede ; 
Twas  here  the  auncient  Elders  of  the  Isle 
Dyd  by  the  trecherie  of  Hengist  bleede; 

O  Hengist!  han  thy  cause  bin  good  and  true, 
Thou  wouldst  such  murdrous  acts  as  these 
eschew. 


The  erlie  was  a  manne  of  hie  degree, 

And  han  that  daie  full  manie  Normannes  sleine; 
Three  Norman  champyons  of  hie  degree 
He  lefte  to  smoke  upon  the  bloudie  pleine; 

The  Sier  Fitzbotevilleine  did  then  advaunce, 
And  with  his  bowe  he  smote  the  erlies  hede; 
Who  eftsoons  gored  hymwith  his  tylting 
launce, 

And  at  his  horses  feet  he  tumbled  dede; 

His  partyng  spirit  hovered  o'er  the  floude 
Of  soddayne  roushynge  mouche  lov'd  pourple 
bloude. 


De  Viponte  then,  a  squier  of  low  degree, 

An  arrowe  drewe  with  all  his  myghte  ameine ; 
The  arrowe  graz'd  upon  the  erlies  knee, 

A  punie  wounde,  that  causd  but  littel  peine. 
So  have  I  seene  a  Dolthead  place  a  stone, 
Enthoghte  to  staie  a  driving  rivers  course; 
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But  better  han  it  bin  to  lett  alone, 

It  onlie  drives  it  on  with  mickle  force; 

The  erlie,  wounded  by  so  base  a  hynde, 
Rays'd  furyous  doyngs  in  his  noble  mynde. 

The  Siere  Chatillion,  yonger  of  that  name, 
Advaunced  next  before  the  erlie's  syghte; 

His  fader  was  a  manne  of  mickle  fame, 

And  he  renomde  and  valorous  in  fyghte. 
Chatillion  his  trustie  swerd  forth  drewe, 

The  erle  drawes  his,  menne  both  of  mickle 
myghte; 

And  at  eche  other  vengouslie  they  flewe, 

As  mastie  dogs  at  Hocktide  set  to  fyghte; 

Bothe  scornd  to  yeelde,  and  bothe  abhor'de  to 
flie, 

Resolv'd  to  vanquishe,  or  resolv'd  to  die. 

Chatillion  hyt  the  erlie  on  the  hede, 

Thatt  splytte  eftsoons  his  cristed  helm  in  twayne ; 
Whiche  he  perforce  withe  target  covered, 

And  to  the  battel  went  with  myghte  ameine. 
The  Erlie  hytte  Chatillion  thilke  a  blowe 
Upon  his  breste,  his  harte  was  plein  to  see; 

He  tumbled  at  the  horses  feet  alsoe, 

And  in  dethe  panges  he  seez'd  the  recer's  knee  ; 
Faste  as  the  ivy  rounde  the  oke  doth  clymbe, 
So  faste  he  dying  gryp'd  the  recer's  lymbe. 

The  recer  then  beganne  to  flynge  and  kicke, 
And  toste  the  erlie  farr  off  to  the  grounde; 

The  erlie's  squier  than  a  swerde  did  sticke 
Into  his  harte,  a  dedlie  ghastlie  wounde ; 
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And  downe  he  felle  upon  the  crymson  pleine, 
Upon  Chatillion's  soulless  corse  of  claie; 

A  puddlie  streme  of  bloude  flow’d  oute  ameine; 
Stretch  d  out  at  length  besmer'd  with  gore  he 
laie ; 

As  some  tall  oke  fell'd  from  the  greenie  plaine, 
To  live  a  second  time  upon  the  main. 


The  erlie  nowe  an  horse  and  beaver  han, 

And  nowe  agayne  appered  on  the  feeld; 

And  manie  a  mickle  knyghte  and  mightie  manne 
To  his  dethe-doyng  swerd  his  life  did  yeeld; 
When  Siere  de  Broque  an  arrowe  longe  lett  flie, 
Intending  Herewaldus  to  have  sleyne; 

It  miss'd;  butt  hytte  Edardus  on  the  eye, 

And  at  his  pole  came  out  with  horrid  payne. 
Edardus  felle  upon  the  bloudie  grounde, 

His  noble  soule  came  roushyng  from  the 
wounde. 


Thys  Herewald  perceevd,  and  full  of  ire, 

He  on  the  Siere  de  Broque  with  furie  came; 
Quod  he:  Thou'stslaughtred  my  beloved  squier, 
But  I  will  be  revenged  for  the  same. 

Into  his  bowels  then  his  launce  he  thruste, 

And  drew  thereout  a  steemie  drerie  lode; 

Quod  he:  These  offals  are  for  ever  curst 
Shall  serve  the  coughs,  and  rooks,  and  dawes, 
for  foode. 

Then  on  the  pleine  the  steemie  lode  hee 
throwde, 

Smokynge  with  lyfe,  and  dy'd  with  crymson 
bloude, 
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Fitz  Broque,  who  saw  his  father  killen  lie, 

Ah  me!  sayde  he;  what  woeful  syghte  I  see! 

But  now  I  must  do  somethyng  more  than  sighe ; 
And  then  an  arrowe  from  the  bowe  drew  he. 
Benethe  the  erlie's  navil  came  the  darte; 

Fitz  Broque  on  foote  han  drawne  it  from  the 
bowe; 

And  upwards  went  into  the  erlie's  harte, 

And  out  the  crymson  streme  of  bloude  'gan 
flowe. 

As  fromm  a  hatch,  drawne  with  a  vehement 
geir, 

Wh  ite  rushe  the  burstynge  waves,  and  roar 
along  the  weir. 

The  erle  with  one  honde  grasp'd  the  recer's 
mayne, 

And  with  the  other  he  his  launce  besped; 

And  then  felle  bleedyng  on  the  bloudie  plaine. 
His  launce  it  hytte  Fitz  Broque  upon  the  hede; 
Upon  his  hede  it  made  a  wounde  full  slyghte, 
But  peerc'd  his  shoulder,  ghastlie  wounde 
inferne, 

Before  his  optics  daunced  a  shade  of  nyghte, 
Whyche  soone  were  closed  ynn  a  sleepe  eterne. 
The  noble  erlie  than,  withote  a  grone, 

T ook  flyghte,  to  fynde  the  regyons 
unknowne. 

Brave  Alured  from  binethe  his  noble  horse 
Was  gotten  on  his  leggs,  with  bloude  all  smore; 
And  now  eletten  on  another  horse, 

Eftsoons  he  withe  his  launce  did  manie  gore. 
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The  cowaft  Norman  knyghtes  before  hym 
fledde, 

-^nd  from  a  distaunce  sent  their  arrowes  keene  ; 
But  noe  such  destinie  awaits  his  hedde, 

As  to  be  sleyen  by  a  wighte  so  meene. 

Tho  oft  the  oke  falls  by  the  villen's  shock, 
Tys  moe  than  hyndes  can  do,  to  move  the 
rock. 

Upon  du  Chatelet  he  ferselie  sett, 

And  peerc’d  his  bodie  with  a  force  full  grete ; 
The  asenglave  of  hys  tylt-launce  was  wett, 

The  rollynge  bloude  alonge  the  launce  did 
fleet. 

Advauncynge,  as  a  mastie  at  a  bull, 

He  rann  his  launce  into  Fitz  Warren’s  harte; 
From  Partaies  bowe,  a  wight  unmercifull, 
Within  his  owne  he  felt  a  cruel  darte; 

Close  by  the  Norman  champyons  he  han 
sleine, 

He  fell;  and  mixd  his  bloude  with  theirs  upon 
the  pleine. 

Erie  Ethelbert  then  hove,  with  clinie  just, 

A  launce,  that  stroke  Partaie  upon  the  thighe, 
And  pinn'd  him  downe  unto  the  gorie  duste; 
Cruel,  quod  he,  thou  cruellie  shalt  die. 

With  that  his  launce  he  enterd  at  his  throte; 

He  scritch'd  and  screem’d  in  melancholie  mood; 
And  at  his  backe  eftsoons  came  out,  God  wote, 
And  after  it  a  crymson  streme  of  bloude; 

In  agonie  and  peine  he  there  dyd  lie, 

Wbile  life  and  dethe  strove  for  the  masterrie. 
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He  gryped  hard  the  bloudie  murdring  launce, 
And  in  a  grone  he  left  this  mortel  lyfe. 

Behynde  the  erlie  Fiscampe  did  advaunce, 
Bethoghte  to  kill  him  with  a  stabbynge  knife; 
But  Egward,  who  perceevd  his  fowle  intent, 
Eftsoons  his  trustie  swerde  he  forth wyth 
dr  ewe, 

And  thilke  a  cruel  bio  we  to  Fiscampe  sent, 
That  soule  and  bodie's  bloude  at  one  gate  flewe. 
Thilk  deeds  do  all  deserve,  whose  deeds  so 
fowle 

Will  black  theire  earthlie  name,  if  not  their 
soule. 

When  lo!  an  arrowe  from  Walleris  honde, 
Winged  with  fate  and  dethe  daunced  alonge; 
And  slewe  the  noble  flower  of  Powyslonde, 
Howel  ap  Jevah,  who  yclepd  the  stronge. 
Whan  he  the  first  mischaunce  received  han, 
With  horsemans  haste  he  from  the  armie  rodde; 
And  did  repaire  unto  the  cunnynge  manne, 
Who  sange  a  charme,  that  dyd  it  mickle  goode; 
Then  praid  Seyncte  Cuthbert,  and  our  holie 
Dame, 

To  blesse  his  labour,  and  to  heal  the  same. 

Then  drewe  the  arrowe,  and  the  wounde  did 
seek, 

And  putt  the  teint  of  holie  herbies  on ; 

And  putt  a  rowe  of  bloude-stones  rounde  his 
neck; 

And  then  did  say:  Go,  champyon,  get  agone. 
And  now  was  comynge  Harrolde  to  defend, 
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And  mcttcn  with  Walleris  cruel  darte; 

His  sheelde  of  wolf~skinn  did  him  not  attend, 
The  arrow  peerced  into  his  noble  harte. 

As  some  tall  oke,  hewn  from  the  mountayne 
hed, 

Falls  to  the  pleine;  so  fell  the  warriour  dede. 

His  countryman,  brave  Mervyn  ap  Teudor, 
Who  love  of  hym  han  from  his  country  gone, 
When  he  perceevd  his  friend  lie  in  his  gore, 

As  furious  as  a  mountayne  wolf  he  ranne. 

As  ouphant  faieries,  whan  the  moone  sheenes 
bryghte, 

In  littel  circles  daunce  upon  the  greene, 

All  living  creatures  flie  far  from  their  syghte, 

Ne  by  the  race  of  destinie  be  seen; 

For  what  he  be  that  ouphant  faieries  stryke, 
Their  soules  will  wander  to  Kyng  Offa's  dyke. 

So  from  the  face  of  Mervyn  Teudor  brave 
The  Normans  eftsoons  fled  awaie  aghaste; 

And  left  behynde  their  bowe  and  asenglave, 

For  fear  of  hym,  in  thilk  a  cowart  haste. 

His  garb  sufficient  were  to  move  affryghte; 

A  wolf  skyn  girded  round  his  myddle  was ; 

A  bear  skyn,  from  Norwegians  wan  in  fyghte, 
Was  tytend  round  his  shoulders  by  the  claws; 
So  Hercules,  'tis  sunge,  much  like  to  him, 
Upon  his  sholder  wore  a  lyon's  skin. 

Upon  his  thyghes  and  harte-swefte  legges  he 
wore 

A  hugie  goat  skyn,  all  of  one  grete  peice; 
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A  boar  skyn  sheelde  on  his  bare  armes  he  bore ; 
His  gauntletts  were  the  skynn  of  harte  of  greece, 
They  fledde;  he  followed  close  upon  their  heels. 
V owynge  vengeance  for  his  deare  countrymanne; 
And  Siere  de  Sancelotte  his  vengeance  feels; 
He  peered  hys  backe,  and  out  the  bloude  ytt 
ranne. 

His  bloude  went  downe  the  swerde  unto  his 
arme, 

In  springing  rivulet,  alive  and  warme. 


His  swerde  was  shorte,  and  broade,  and  myckle 
keene, 

And  no  mann's  bone  could  stonde  to  stoppe  itts 
waie; 

The  Normann's  harte  in  partes  two  cutt  cleane, 
He  clos'd  his  eyne,  and  clos’d  hys  eyne  for  aie. 
Then  with  his  swerde  he  sett  on  Fitz  du  Valle, 
A  knyghte  mouch  famous  for  to  runne  at  tylte ; 
With  thilk  a  furie  on  hym  he  dyd  falle, 

Into  his  necke  he  ranne  the  swerde  and  hylte; 

As  myghtie  lyghtenynge  often  has  been  founde, 
To  drive  an  oke  into  unfallow’d  grounde. 

And  with  the  swerde,  that  in  his  neck  yet  stoke, 
The  Norman  fell  unto  the  bloudie  grounde; 
And  with  the  fall  apTewdore’s  swerde  he  broke, 
And  bloude  afreshe  came  trickling  from  the 
wounde. 

As  when  the  hyndes,  before  a  mountayne  wolfe, 
Flie  from  his  paws,  and  angrie  vysage  grym ; 

But  when  he  falls  into  the  pittie  golphe, 

They  dare  hym  to  his  bearde,  and  battone  hym ; 
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And  cause  he  ftyghted  them  so  muche 
before, 

Lyke  cowart  hyndes,  they  battone  hym  the 
more. 


So  whan  they  sawe  ap  Tewdore  was  bereft 

Of  his  keen  swerde,  thatt  wroghte  thilke  great 
dismaie, 

They  turned  about,  eftsoons  upon  hym  lept, 

And  full  a  score  engaged  in  the  fraie. 

Mervyn  ap  Tewdore,  ragyng  as  a  bear, 

Seiz  d  on  the  beaver  of  the  Sier  de  Laque: 

And  wring  d  his  hedde  with  such  a  vehement 
gier, 

His  visage  was  turned  round  unto  his  backe, 
Backe  to  his  harte  retyr’d  the  useless  gore, 
And  felle  upon  the  pleine  to  rise  no  more. 

Then  on  the  mightie  Siere  Fitz  Pierce  he  flew, 

And  broke  his  helm  and  seiz’d  hym  bie  the 
throte, 

Then  manie  Normann  knyohtes  their  arrowes 
drew, 

That  enter'd  into  Mervyn's  harte,  God  wote. 

In  dying  panges  he  gryp'd  his  throte  more 
stronge, 

And  from  their  sockets  started  out  his  eyes ; 

And  from  his  mouthe  came  out  his  blameless 
tonge; 

And  bothe  in  peyne  and  anguishe  eftsoon  dies. 
As  some  rude  rocke  torne  from  his  bed  of  claie, 
Stretch’d  onn  the  pleyne  the  brave  ap 
Tewdore  laie. 
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And  now  Eric  Ethclbcrt  and  Egward  came 
Brave  Mervyn  from  the  Normannes  to  assist; 
A  myghtie  siere,  Fitz  Chatulet  bie  name, 

An  arrowe  drew,  that  dyd  them  little  list. 

Erie  Egward  points  his  launce  at  Chatulet, 
And  Ethelbert  at  Walleris  set  his; 

And  Egwald  dyd  the  siere  a  hard  blowe  hytt, 
But  Ethelbert  by  a  mischaunce  dyd  miss: 

Fear  laide  Walleris  flat  upon  the  strande, 

He  ne  deserved  a  death  from  erlies  hande. 

Betwyxt  the  ribbes  of  Sire  Fitz  Chatelet 
The  poynted  launce  of  Egward  did  ypass; 
The  distaunt  syde  thereof  was  ruddie  wet, 

And  he  fell  breathless  on  the  bloudie  grass. 

As  cowart  Walleris  laie  on  the  grounde, 

The  dreaded  weapon  hummed  oer  his  heade. 
And  hytt  the  squier  thylke  a  lethal  wounde, 
Upon  his  fallen  lorde  he  tumbled  dead: 

Oh  shame  to  Norman  armes !  a  lord  a  slave, 
A  captyve  villeyn  than  a  lorde  more  brave ! 

From  Chatelet  hys  launce  Erie  Egward  drew, 
And  hit  Wallerie  on  the  dexter  cheek; 

Peerc'd  to  his  braine,  and  cut  his  tongue  in  two. 
There,  knyght,  quod  he,  let  that  thy  actions 
speak. 


BATTLE  OF  HASTINGS. 

H  Truth!  immortal  daugh¬ 
ter  of  the  skies, 

T oo  lyttle  known  to 
wryters  of  these  daies, 

Teach  me,  fayre  Saincte! 
thy  passynge  worthe 
to  pryze, 

T o  blame  a  friend  and  give 
a  foeman  prayse. 

The  sickle  moone,  bedeckt  wythe  sylver  rays, 
Leadynge  a  traine  of  starres  of  feeble  lyghte, 

With  look  adigne  the  worlde  belowe  surveies, 

The  world,  that  wotted  not  it  coud  be  nyghte; 

Wyth  armour  dyd,  with  human  gore  ydeyd, 

She  sees  Kynge  Harolde  stande,  fayre  Englands 
curse  and  pryde. 

With  ale  €r  *vernage  drunk  his  souldiers  lay;  *  Sweet 
Here  was  an  hynde,  anie  an  erlie  spredde;  wine.  E. 
Sad  keepynge  of  their  leaders  natal  daie ! 

This  even  in  drinke,  toomorrow  with  the  dead 
Thro'  everie  troope  disorder  reer'd  her  hedde, 
Dancynge  and  heideignes  was  the  onlie 
theme; 

Sad  dome  was  theires,  who  lefte  this  easie 
hedde , 

And  wak'd  in  torments  from  so  sweet  a  dream. 

Duke  Williams  menne,  of  comeing  deathkrue 
afraide, 

All  nyghte  to  the  great  Godde  for  succour  askd 
and  praied 
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Thus  Harolde  to  his  wites  that  stoodc 
arounde: 

Goe,  Gyrthe  and  Eilward,  take  bills  halfe  a 
score, 

And  search  how  farre  our  foeman's  campe 
doth  bound: 

Yourself  have  rede;  I  nede  to  saie  ne  more. 

My  brother  best  belov’d  of  anie  ore, 

My  Leofwinus,  goe  to  everich  wite, 

Tell  them  to  raunge  the  battel  to  the  grore, 

And  waiten  tyll  I  sende  the  hest  for  fyghte. 

He  saide;  the  loieaul  broders  lefte  the  place, 
Success  and  cheerfulness  depicted  on  ech  face. 

Slowelie  brave  Gyrthe  and  Eilwarde  dyd 
advaunce, 

And  markd  wyth  care  the  armies  dystant  syde, 

When  the  dyre  clatterynge  of  the  shielde  and 
launce 

Made  them  to  be  by  Hugh  Fitzhugh  espyd. 

He  lyfted  up  his  voice,  and  lowdlie  cryd; 

Like  wolfs  in  wintere  did  the  Normanne  yell ; 

Girthe  drew  hys  swerde,  and  cutte  hys  burled 
hyde; 

The  proto-slene  manne  of  the  fielde  he  felle; 

Out  streemd  the  bloude,  and  ran  in  smokynge 
curies, 

Reflected  bie  the  moone  seemd  rubies  mixt  wyth 
pearles. 

A  troope  of  Normannes  from  the  mass-songe 
came, 

Rousd  from  their  praiers  by  the  flotting  crie; 
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Thoughe  Girthe  and  Ailwardus  perceevd  the 
same, 

N  ot  once  theie  stoode  abashd,  or  thoghte  to  flie. 

He  seizd  a  bill,  to  conquer  or  to  die; 

Fierce  as  a  ^clevis  from  a  rocke  ytorne, 

That  makes  a  vallie  wheresoe’re  it  lie; 

Fierce  as  a  ryver  burstynge  from  the  borne; 

So  fiercelie  Gyrthe  hitte  Fitz  duGoreablowe, 
And  on  the  verdaunt  playne  he  layde  the 
champyone  lowe. 

T ancarville  thus:  alle  peace  in  W illiams  name ; 

Let  none  edraw  his  arcublaster  bowe. 

Girthe  cas’d  his  weppone,  as  he  hearde  the 
same, 

And  vengynge  Normannes  staid  the  flyinge 
floe. 

The  sire  wente  onne:  ye  menne,  what  mean 
ye  so 

Thus  unprovoked  to  courte  a  bloudie  fyghter' 

Quod  Gyrthe;  Oure  meanynge  we  ne  care  to 
showe, 

Nor  dread  thy  duke  wyth  all  his  men  of 
myghte; 

Here  single  onlie  these  to  all  thie  crewe 
Shall  shewe  what  Englysh  handes  and  heartes 
can  doe. 

Seek  not  forbloude,Tancarville  calmereplyd, 

Nor  joie  in  dethe,  lyke  madmen  most 
distraught; 

In  peace  and  mercy  is  a  Chrystians  pryde; 

He  that  dothe  contestes  pryze  is  in  a  faulte. 
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And  now  the  news  was  to  Duke  William 
brought, 

That  men  of  Haroldes  armie  taken  were; 

For  theyre  good  cheere  all  caties  were 
enthoughte, 

And  Gyrthe  and  Eilwardus  enjoi'd  goode 
cheere. 

Quod  Willyam:  thus  shall  Willyam  be  founde 
A  friend  to  everie  manne  that  treades  on  English 
ground. 

Erie  Leofwinus  throwghe  the  campe  ypass’d, 

And  sawe  bothe  men  and  erlies  on  the 
grounde ; 

They  slepte,  as  thoughe  they  woulde  have 
slepte  theyr  last, 

And  hadd  alreadie  felte  theyr  fatale  wounde. 

He  started  backe,  and  was  wyth  shame 
astownd; 

Loked  wanne  wyth  anger,  and  he  shooke 
wyth  rage; 

When  throughe  the  hollow  tentes  these 
wordes  dyd  sound, 

Rowse  from  your  sleepe,  detratours  of  the  age ! 

Was  it  for  thys  the  stoute  Norwegian  bledde.'' 
Awake,  ye  huscarles,  now,  or  waken  wyth  the 
dead. 

As  when  the  shepster  in  the  shadie  bowre 

In  jintle  slumbers  chase  the  heat  of  daie, 

Hears  doublyng  echoe  wind  the  wolfins  rore, 

That  neare  hys  flocke  is  watchynge  for  a 
praie, 
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He  tremblynge  for  his  sheep  drives  dreeme 
awaie, 

Gripes  faste  hys  burled  croke,  G*  sore  adradde 

Wyth  fleeting  strides  he  hastens  to  the  fraie, 

And  rage  and  prowess  fyres  the  coistrell  lad; 

With  trustie  talbots  to  the  battel  flies, 

And  yell  of  men  and  dogs  and  wolfins  tear  the 
skies. 

Such  was  the  dire  confusion  of  eche  wite, 

That  rose  from  sleep  and  ^walsome  power  of 
wine! 

Theie  thoughte  the  foe  by  trechit  yn  the 
nyghte 

Had  broke  theyr  camp  and  gotten  paste  the 
line; 

Now  here  now  there  the  burnysht  sheeldes 
and  byllspear  shine ; 

Throwote  the  campe  a  wild  confusionne 
spredde ; 

Eche  bracd  hys  armlace  siker  ne  desygne, 

The  crested  helmet  nodded  on  the  hedde; 

Some  caught  a  slughorne,  and  an  onsett 
wounde; 

Kynge  Harolde  hearde  the  charge,  and  wondred 
at  the  sounde. 

Thus  Leofwine:  O  women  cas'd  in  stele! 

Was  itte  for  thys  Norwegians  stubborn  sede 

Throughe  the  black  armoure  dyd  the  anlace 
fele, 

And  rybbes  of  solid  brasse  were  made  to 
bleede  <? 


Loath¬ 

some. 

E. 
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Whylst  yet  the  worlde  was  wondrynge  at  the 

deede. 

You  souldiers,  that  shoulde  stand  with  byll  in 
hand, 

Get  full  of  wine,  devoid  of  any  rede. 

Oh  shame !  oh  dyre  dishonoure  to  the  lande ! 

He  sayde;  and  shame  on  everie  visage 
spredde, 

Ne  sawe  the  erlies  face,  but  addawd  hung  their 
head. 

Thus  he:  Rowze  yee,  and  forme  the  boddie 
tyghte. 

The  Kentysh  menne  in  fronte,  for  strenght 
renownd, 

Next  the  Brystowans  dare  the  bloudie  fyghte, 

And  last  the  numerous  crew  shall  presse  the 
grounde. 

I  and  my  king  be  wyth  the  Kenters  founde ; 

Bythric  and  Alfwold  hedde  the  Brystowe 
bande ; 

And  Bertrams  sonne,  the  man  of  glorious 
wounde, 

Lead  in  the  rear  the  menged  of  the  lande , 

And  let  the  Londoners  and  Suffers  plie 
Bie  Herewardes  memuine  and  the  lighte  skyrts 
anie. 

He  saide:  and  as  a  packe  of  hounds  belent, 

When  that  the  trackyng  of  the  hare  is  gone, 

If  one  perchaunce  shall  hit  upon  the  scent, 

With  twa  redubbled  fhuir  the  alans  run; 

So  styrrd  the  valiante  Saxons  everych  one; 
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Soone  linked  man  to  man  the  champyones 
stoode; 

T o  tone  for  their  bewrate  so  soone 'twas  done, 

And  lysted  bylls  enseem  d  an  yron  woode; 

Here  glorious  Alfwold  towr'd  above  the  wites, 
And  seem'd  to  brave  the  fuir  of  twa  ten  thousand 
fights. 

Thus  Leofwine:  T  o-day  willEnglande's  dome 

Be  fyxt  for  aie,  for  gode  or  evill  state; 

This  sunnes  aunture  be  felt  for  years  to  come; 

Then  bravelie  fyghte,  and  live  till  deathe  of 
date. 

Thinke  of  brave  iElfridus,  yclepte  the  grete, 

From  porte  to  porte  the  red-haird  Dane  he 
chasd, 

The  Danes,  with  whomme  not  lyoncels  coud 
mate, 

Who  made  of  peopled  reaulms  abarren  waste; 

Thinke  how  at  once  by  you  Norwegia  bled 
Whilst  dethe  and  victorie  for  magystrie  bested. 

Meanwhile  did  Gyrthe  untoe  Kynge  Harolde 
ride, 

And  tolde  howe  he  dyd  with  Duke  Wyllyam 
fare. 

BraveHarolde  lookdaskaunte,  and  thus  replyd: 

And  can  thie  fay  be  bowght  wyth  drunken 
cheer  S 

Gyrthe  waxen  hotte;  fhuir  in  his  eyne  did 
glare; 

And  thus  he  saie;  oh  brother,  friend,  Gr  kynge, 

Have  I  deserved  this  fremed  speche  to  heare  { 
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Bie  Goddcs  hie  hallidome  ne  thoughte  the 
thynge. 

When  Tostus  sent  me  golde  and  sylver  store, 
I  scornd  hys  present  vile,  and  scorn'd  hys  treason 
more. 

Forgive  me,  Gyrthe,  the  brave  Kynge  Harolde 
cryd; 

Who  can  I  trust,  if  brothers  are  not  true.'' 

Ithink  of  Tostus,  once  my  joie  and  pryde. 

Girthe  saide,  with  looke  adigne :  my  lord,  I  doe. 

But  what  oure  foemen  are,  quod  Girth,  I'll 
shewe ; 

By  Gods  hie  hallidome  they  preestes  are. 

Do  not,  quod  Harolde,  Girthe,  mystell  them 
so, 

For  theie  are  everich  one  brave  men  at  warre. 

Quod  Girthe:  why  will  ye  then  provoke  theyr 
hate  ( 

Qtjod  Harolde:  great  the  foe,  so  is  the  glorie 
grete. 

And  nowe  Duke  Wyllyam  mareschalled  his 
band, 

And  stretched  his  armie  owte  a  goodlie  rowe. 

First  did  a  ranke  of  arcublastries  stande, 

Next  those  on  horsebacke  drewe  the 
ascendyng  flo, 

Brave  champyones,  eche  well  lerned  in  the 
bowe, 

Theyr  asenglave  acrosse  theyr  horses  ty'd, 

Or  with  the  loverds  squier  behinde  dyd  goe, 

Or  waited  squier  lyke  at  the  horses  syde. 


46 


When  thus  Duke  Willyam  to  a  Monke  dyd 
saie, 

Prepare  thyselfe  wyth  spede,  to  Harolde  haste 
awaie. 

T elle  hym  from  me  one  of  these  three  to  take ; 
That  hee  to  mee  do  homage  for  thys  lande, 

Or  mee  hys  heyre,  when  he  deceasyth,  make, 
Or  to  the  judgment  of  Chrysts  vicar  stande. 
He  saide;  the  Monke  departyd  out  of  hande, 
And  to  Kyng  Harolde  dyd  this  message  bear; 
Who  saide;  tell  thou  the  duke,  at  his  likand 
If  he  can  gette  the  crown  hee  may  itte  wear. 
He  said,  and  drove  the  Monke  out  of  his 
syghte. 

And  with  his  brothers  rouz'd  each  manne  to 
bloudie  fyghte. 

A  standarde  made  of  sylke  and  jewels  rare, 
Wherein  alle  coloures  wrouohte  aboute  in 
^bighes, 

An  armyd  knyghte  was  seen  deth-doynge 
there, 

Under  this  motte,  He  conquers  or  he  dies. 
This  standard  rych,  endazzlynge  mortal  eyes, 
W as  borne  neare  Harolde  at  the  Kenters  heade, 
Who  chargd  hys  broders  for  the  greate 
empryze 

That  straite  the  hest  for  battle  should  be 
spredde. 

T o  every  erle  and  knyghte  the  worde  is  gyven, 
And  cries  A  Guerre  €r  slughornes  shake  the 
vaulted  heaven. 


^  Jewels. 
E. 
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As  when  the  erthe,  tome  by  convulsyons  dyre, 
In  reaulmes  of  darkness  hid  from  human  sy  ghte, 
The  warring  force  of  water,  air  and  fyre, 

Brast  from  the  regions  of  eternal  nyghte, 

Thro  the  darke  caverns  seeke  the  reaulmes  of 
lyght; 

Some  loftie  mountaine,  by  its  fury  torne, 
Dreadfully  moves,  and  causes  grete  affryght ; 
N ow  here,  now  there,  majestic  nods  the  bourne, 
And  awfulle  shakes,  mov'd  by  the  almighty 
force, 

Whole  woods  O  forests  nod,  O’  ryvers  change 
theyr  course. 

So  did  the  men  of  war  at  once  advaunce, 
Linkd  man  to  man,  enseemd  one  boddie  light ; 
Above  a  wood,  yform'd  of  bill  and  launce, 
That  noddyd  intheayremoststraungetosyght. 
Harde  as  the  iron  were  the  menne  of  mighte, 
Ne  neede  of  slughornes  to  enrowse  theyr 
minde; 

Eche  shootynge  spere  yreaden  for  the  fyghte, 
More  feerce  than  fallynge  rocks,  more  swefte 
than  wynd ; 

With  solemne  step,  by  ecchoe  made  more  dyre, 
One  single  boddie  all  theie  marchd,  theyr  eyen 
on  fyre. 

And  now  the  greie'-eyd  morne  with  vi'lets 
drest, 

Shakyng  the  dewdrops  on  the  flourie  meedes, 
Fled  with  her  rosie  radiance  to  the  West: 
Forth  from  the  Easterne  gatte  thefyerie  steedes 
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Of  the  bright  sunne  awaytynge  spirits  leedes 
The  sunne,  in  fierie  pompe  enthrond  on  hie, 

S  wyfter  than  thoughte  alonge  hy  s  jernie  gledes, 
And  scatters  nyghtes  remaynes  from  oute  the 
skie; 

He  sawe  the  armies  make  for  bloudie  fraie, 
And  stopt  his  driving  steedes,  and  hid  his 
lyghtsome  raye. 

Kynge  Harolde  hie  in  ayre  majestic  raysd 
His  mightie  arme,  deckt  with  a  manchyn  rare; 
With  even  hande  a  mightie  javlyn  paizde, 
Then  furyouse  sent  itwhystlyngethrotheayre. 
It  struck  the  helmet  of  the  Sieur  de  Beer; 

In  vayne  did  brasse  or  yron  stop  its  waie; 
Above  his  eyne  it  came,  the  bones  dyd  tare, 
Peercynge  quite  thro,  before  it  dyd  allaie; 

He  tumbled,  scritchyng  wyth  hys  horrid  payne; 
His  hollow  cuishes  rang  upon  thebloudiepleyne. 

This  Willyam  saw,  0*  soundynge  Rowlandes 
songe 

He  bent  his  yron  interwoven  bowe, 

Makynge  bothe  endes  to  meet  with  myghte 
full  stronge, 

From  out  of  mortals  syght  shot  up  the  floe; 

T  hen  s  wyfte  as  fallynge  starres  to  earthe  belo  we 
It  slaunted  down  on  Alfwoldes  payncted 
sheelde ; 

Quite  thro  the  silver-bordurd  crosse  did  goe, 
Nor  loste  its  force,  but  stuck  into  the  feelde; 
The  N ormannes,  like  their  so  vrin,  dyd  prepare, 
And  shotte  ten  thousande  floes  uprysynge  in  the 
aire. 


49 


g 


As  when  a  flyghte  of  cranes,  that  takes  their  waie 
In  householde  armies  thro  the  flanched  skie, 
Alike  the  cause,  or  companie  or  prey, 

If  that  perchaunce  some  boggie  fenne  is  nie. 
Soon  as  the  muddie  natyon  theie  espie, 

Inne  one  blacke  cloude  theie  to  the  erth 
descende; 

Feirce  as  the  fallynge  thunderbolte  they  flie; 
In  vayne  do  reedes  the  speckled  folk  defend: 
So  prone  to  heavie  blowe  the  arrowes  felle, 
And  peered  thro  brasse,  6 7  sente  manie  to  heaven 
or  helle. 


iElan  Adelfred,  of  the  stowe  of  Leigh, 

Felte  a  dire  arrowe  burnynge  in  his  breste; 
Before  he  dyd,  he  sente  hys  spear  awaie, 
Thenne  sunke  to  glorie  and  eternal  reste. 

N  evylle,  a  N  ormanne  of  alle  N  ormannes  beste, 
Throw  the  joint  cuishe  dyd  the  javlyn  feel, 

As  hee  on  horsebacke  for  the  fyghte  addressd, 
And  sawe  hys  bloude  come  smokynge  oer  the 
steele ; 

He  sente  the  avengynge  floe  into  the  ayre, 
And  turnd  hys  horses  hedde,  and  did  to  leeche 
repayre. 


And  now  the  javelyns,  barbed  with  deathhis 
wynges, 

Hurld  from  the  Englysh  handes  by  force 
aderne, 

Whyzz  dreare  alonge,  and  songes  of  terror 
synges, 

Such  songes  as  alwaies  clos'd  in  lyfe  eterne. 
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Hurld  by  such  strength  along  the  ayre  theie 
burne, 

Not  to  be  quenched  butte  ynn  Normannes 
bloude; 

Wherere  theie  came  they  were  of  lyfe  forlorn, 
And  alwaies  followed  by  a  purple  floude ; 
Like  cloudes  the  Normanne  arrowes  did 
descend, 

Like  cloudes  of  carnage  full  in  purple  drops 
dyd  end. 

Nor,  Leofwynus,  dydst  thou  still  estande; 
Full  soon  thie  pheon  glytted  in  the  aire; 

The  force  of  none  but  thyne  G '  Harolds  hande 
Could  hurl  a  javlyn  with  such  lethal  *geer; 

I  tte  whyzzd  a  ghastlie  dynne  in  N  ormannes  ear, 
Then  thundryng  dyd  uponhys  greave  alyghte, 
Peirce  to  his  hearte,  and  dyd  hys  bowels  tear, 
He  closd  hys  eyne  in  everlastynge  nyghte; 

Ah !  what  avayld  the  lyons  on  his  creste ! 

His  hatchments  rare  with  him  upon  the  grounde 
was  prest. 

Willyam  agayne  ymade  his  bowe-ends  meet, 
And  hie  in  ayre  the  arrowe  wynged  his  waie, 
Descendyng  like  a  shafte  of  thunder  fleete, 
Lyke  thunder  rattling  at  the  noon  of  daie, 
Onne  Algars  sheelde  the  arrowe  dyd  assaie, 
There  throghe  dyd  peerse,  and  stycke  into  his 
groine; 

In  grypynge  torments  on  the  feelde  he  laie, 
Tille  welcome  dethe  came  in  G  clos'd  his 
eyne; 


*Turn. 

E. 


Distort  with  peyne  he  laic  upon  the  borne, 
Lyke  sturdic  elms  by  stormes  in  uncothe 
wrythyngcs  torne. 

Alrick  his  brother,  when  hee  this  perceevd, 
He  drewe  his  swerde,  his  lefte  hande  helde  a 
speere, 

T owards  the  duke  he  turnd  his  prauncyng 
steede, 

And  to  the  Godde  of  heaven  he  sent  a  prayre; 
Then  sent  his  lethale  javlyn  in  the  ayre, 

On  Hue  de  Beaumontes  backe  the  javelyn 
came, 

Thro  his  redde  armour  to  hys  harte  it  tare, 

He  felle  and  thondred  on  the  place  of  fame; 
Next  with  his  swerde  he'sayld  the  Seiur  de  Roe, 
And  braste  his  sylver  helme,  so  furyous  was  the 
blowe. 

But  Willyam,  who  had  seen  hys  prowesse  great, 
And  feered  muche  how  farre  his  bronde  might 
goe, 

T ooke  a  strong  arblaster,  and  bigge  with  fate 
From  twangynge  iron  sente  the  fleetynge  floe. 
As  Alric  hoistes  hys  arme  fer  dedlie  blowe, 
Which,  han  it  came,  had  been  Du  Roees  laste, 
The  swyfte-wynged  messenger  from 
Willyams  bo  we 

Quite  throwe  his  arme  into  his  syde  ypaste ; 
His  eyne  shotte  fyre,  lyke  blazyng  starre  at 
nyghte. 

He  grypd  his  swerde,  and  felle  upon  the  place 
of  fyghte. 
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O  Alfwolde,  saie,  howc  shalle  I  synge  of  thee 

Or  telle  how  manie  dyd  benethe  thee  falle: 

Not  Haroldes  self  more  Normanne  knyghtes 
did  slee, 

Not  Haroldes  self  did  for  more  praises  call; 

How  shall  a  penne  like  mine  then  shew  it  alU 

Lyke  thee  their  leader,  eche  Bristowyanne 
foughte; 

Lyke  thee,  their  blaze  must  be  canonical, 

Fore  theie,  like  thee,  that  daie  bewrecke 
yroughte : 

Did  thirtie  Normannes  fall  upon  the  grounde, 

Full  half  a  score  from  thee  Qr  theie  receive  their 
fatale  wounde. 

First  Fytz  Chivelloys  felt  thie  direful  force; 

Nete  did  hys  helde  oute  brazen  sheelde  availe; 

Eftsoones  thro  we  that  thie  drivynge  speare 
did  peerce, 

Nor  was  ytte  stopped  by  his  coate  of  mayle; 

Into  his  breaste  it  quicklie  did  assayle; 

Out  ran  the  bloude,  like  ^hygra  of  the  tyde;  54  Egre. 

With  purple  stayned  all  hys  adventayle ;  E. 

In  scarlet  was  his  cuishe  of  sylver  dyde; 

Upon  the  bloudie  carnage  house  he  laie, 

Whylst  hys  longe  sheelde  dyd  gleem  with  the 
sun's  rysing  ray. 

Next  Fescampe  felle;  O  Chrieste,  howe  harde  *  Most 


his  fate  disprai^ 

T o  die  the  Meckedst  knyghte  of  all  the  thronge !  sed.  E . 

His  sprite  was  made  of  malice  Meslavate,  *  Foul. 
Ne  shoulden  find  a  place  in  anie  songe.  E. 


The  broch'd  keene  javlyn  hurld  from  hondc 
so  stronge 

As  thine  came  thundrynge  on  his  crysted 
beave; 

Ah !  neete  avayld  the  brass  or  iron  thonge, 

With  mightie  force  his  skulle  in  twoe  dyd 
cleave ; 

Fallyng  he  shooken  out  his  smokyng  braine, 
As  witherd  oakes  or  elmes  are  hewne  from  off 
the  playne. 


N  or,  Norcie,  could  thie  my  ghte  O  skilfulle  lore 
Preserve  thee  from  the  doom  of  Alfwold's 
speere; 

Couldste  thou  not  kenne,  most  skyll'd 
*  Astro^  *Asterlagoure, 

loger.  E,  How  in  the  battle  it  would  wythe  thee  fare  / 
When  Alfwolds  javelyn,  rattlynge  in  the  ayre, 
From  hande  dyvine  on  thie  habergeon  came, 
Oute  at  thy  backe  it  dyd  thie  hartes  bloude 
bear, 

It  gave  thee  death  and  everlastynge  fame; 
Thy  deathe  could  onlie  come  from  Alfwolde 
arme. 

As  diamondes  onlie  can  its  fellow  diamonds 
harme. 


Next  Sire  du  Mouline  fell  upon  the  grounde, 
Quite  throughe  his  throte  the  lethal  javlyn 
preste, 

His  soule  O  bloude  came  roushynge  from  the 
wounde; 

He  closd  his  eyen,  Oopd  them  with  the  blest. 
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It  can  nc  be  I  should  behight  the  rest, 

That  by  the  myghtie  arme  of  Alfwolde  felle, 
Paste  bie  a  penne  to  be  counte  or  expreste, 
How  manie  Alfwolde  sent  to  heaven  or  helle; 
As  leaves  from  trees  shook  by  derne  Autumns 
hand, 

So  laie  the  Normannes  slain  by  Alfwold  on  the 
strand. 

As  when  a  drove  of  wolves  withe  dreary 
yelles 

Assayle  some  flocke,  ne  care  if  shepster  ken't, 
Besprenge  destructione  oer  the  woodes  and 
delles; 

The  shepster  swaynes  in  vayne  theyr  lees 
lement; 

So  foughte  the  Brystowe  menne;  ne  one 
crevent, 

Ne  onne  abashd  enthoughten  for  to  flee; 

With  fallen  Normans  all  the  playne  besprent, 
And  like  theyr  leaders  every  man  did  slee; 

In  vayne  on  every  syde  the  arrowes  fled; 

The  Brystowe  menne  styll  raged,  for  Alfwold 
was  not  dead. 

Manie  meanwhile  by  Haroldes  arm  did  falle, 
And  LeofwyneOGyrtheencreasd  theslayne; 
’Twould  take  a  Nestor’s  age  to  synge  them  all, 
Or  telle  how  manie  Normannes  preste  the 
playne ; 

But  of  the  erles,  whom  recorde  nete  hath 
slayne, 

O  Truthe!  for  good  of  after-tymes  relate, 
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That,  thowc  they're  deade,  theyr  names  may 
lyve  agayne, 

And  be  in  deathe,  as  they  in  life  were,  greate ; 
So  after-ages  maie  theyr  actions  see, 

And  like  to  them  aeternal  alwaie  stryve  to  be. 

Adhelm,  a  knyghte,  whose  holie  deathless  sire 
For  ever  bended  to  St.  Cuthbert's  shryne, 
Whose  breast  for  ever  burnd  with  sacred  fyre, 
And  een  on  erthe  he  myghte  be  calld  dyvine; 
To  Cuthbert's  church  he  dyd  his  goodes 
resygne, 

And  lefte  hys  son  his  God's  and  fortunes 
knyghte ; 

His  son  the  Sainctebehelde  with  lookeadigne, 
Made  him  in  gemot  wyse,  £7  greate  in  fyghte ; 
Saincte  Cuthberte  dyd  him  ayde  in  all  hys 
deedes, 

His  friends  he  lets  to  live,  and  all  his  foemen 
bleedes. 

He  married  was  to  Kenewalchae  faire, 

The  fynest  dame  the  sun  or  moone  adave; 

She  was  the  myghtie  Aderedus  heyre, 

Who  was  alreadie  hastynge  to  the  grave; 

As  the  blue  Bruton,  rysinge  from  the  wave, 
Like  sea-gods  seeme  in  most  majestic  guise, 
And  rounde  about  the  risynge  waters  lave, 
And  their  longe  hayre  arounde  their  bodie 
^  flies, 

Such  majestie  was  in  her  porte  displaid, 

To  be  excelld  bie  none  but  Homer's  martial 
maid. 
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"White  as  the  chaulkie  clyffes  of  Brittaines  isle, 
Red  as  the  highest  colour'd  Gallic  wine, 

Gaie  as  all  nature  at  the  mornynge  smile, 
Those  hues  with  pleasaunce  on  her  lippes 
combine, 

Her  lippes  more  redde  than  summer  evenynge 
skyne, 

Or  Phoebus  rysinge  in  a  frostie  morne, 

Her  breste  more  white  than  snow  in  feeldes 
that  lyene, 

Or  lillie  lambes  that  never  have  been  shorne, 
Swellynge  like  bubbles  in  a  boillynge  welle, 
Or  new-braste  brooklettes  gently  whyspringe 
in  the  delle. 


Browne  as  the  fylberte  droppyng  from  the 
shelle, 

Browne  as  the  nappy  ale  at  Hocktyde  game, 
So  browne  the  crokyde  rynges,  that  featlie  fell 
Over  the  neck  of  the  all-beauteous  dame. 
Graie  as  the  morne  before  the  ruddie  flame 
Of  Phebus  charyotte  rollynge  thro  the  skie, 
Greie  as  the  steel-horn'd  goats  Conyan  made 
tame, 

So  greie  appeard  her  featly  sparklyng  eye; 
Those  eyne,  that  did  oft  mickle  pleased  look 
On  Adhelm  valyaunt  man,  the  virtues  doomsday 
book. 


Majestic  as  the  grove  of  okes  that  stoode 
Before  the  abbie  buylt  by  Oswald  kynge; 
Majestic  as  Hybernies  holie  woode, 

W  here  sainctes  Osoules  departedmasses  synge; 
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Such  awe  from  her  sweetelooke  forth  issuynge 
At  once  for  reveraunce  and  love  did  calle ; 
Sweet  as  the  voice  of  thraslarkes  in  the  Spring, 
So  sweet  the  wordes  that  from  her  lippes  did 
falle ; 

None  fell  in  vayne;  all  shewed  some  entent; 
Her  wordies  did  displaie  her  great  entendement. 

Tapre  as  candles  layde  at  Cuthberts  shryne, 

*  Shrou-  T  apre  as  elmes  that  Goodrickes  abbie  ^shrove, 

ded.  E.  Tapre  as  silver  chalices  for  wine, 

So  tapre  was  her  armes  and  shape  ygrove. 

As  skyllful  mynemenne  by  the  stones  above 
Can  ken  what  metalle  is  ylach'd  belowe, 

So  Kennewalcha's  face,  ymade  for  love, 

The  lovelie  ymage  of  her  soule  did  shewe; 
Thus  was  she  outward  form'd;  the  sun  her 
mind 

Did  guilde  her  mortal  shape  and  all  her  charms 
refin'd. 

What  ^blazours  then,  what  glorie  shall  he 
clayme, 

What  doughtie  Homere  shall  hys  praises 
synge, 

That  lefte  the  bosome  of  so  fayre  a  dame 
Uncall'd,  unaskt,  to  serve  his  lorde  the  kynge  ? 
T o  his  fayre  shrine  goode  subjects  oughte  to 
bringe 

The  armes,  the  helmets,  all  the  spoyles  of 
warre, 

Throwe  everie  reaulm  the  poets  blaze  the 
thynge, 


Traisers. 

E. 
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And  travelling  merchants  spredde  hys  name 
to  farre ; 

The  stoute  Norwegians  had  his  anlace  felte, 
And  nowe  amonge  his  foes  dethe-doynge 
blowes  he  delte. 

As  when  a  wolfyn  gettynge  in  the  meedes 

He  rageth  sore,  and  doth  about  hym  slee, 

Now  here  a  talbot,  there  a  lambkin  bleeds, 

And  alle  the  grasse  with  clotted  gore  doth 
stree ; 

As  when  a  rivlette  rolles  impetuouslie, 

And  breaks  the  bankes  that  would  its  force 
restrayne, 

Alonge  the  playne  in  fomynge  rynges  doth 
flee, 

Gaynste  walles  and  hedges  doth  its  course 
maintayne ; 

As  when  a  manne  doth  in  a  corn-fielde  mowe, 
With  ease  at  one  felle  stroke  full  manie  is  laide 
lowe. 

So  manie,  with  such  force,  and  with  such  ease, 

Did  Adhelm  slaughtre  on  the  bloudie  playne ; 

Before  hym  manie  dyd  theyr  hearts  bloude 
lease, 

Ofttymes  he  foughte  on  towres  of  smokynge 
slayne. 

Angillian  felte  his  force,  nor  felte  in  vayne ; 

He  cutte  hym  with  his  swerde  athur  the 
breaste; 

Out  ran  the  bloude,  6r  did  hys  armoure  stayne, 

He  clos'd  his  eyen  in  aeternal  reste; 
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Lyke  a  tall  okc  by  tempcstc  borne  awaie, 
Stretchd  in  the  armes  of  dethe  upon  the  plaine 
he  laie. 

Next  thro  the  ayre  he  sent  his  javlyn  feerce, 

That  on  De  Clearmoundes  buckler  did 
alyghte, 

Throwe  the  vaste  orbe  the  sharpe  pheone  did 
peerce, 

Rang  on  his  coate  of  mayleG'spenteits  mighte. 

But  soon  another  wingd  its  aiery  flyghte, 

The  keen  broad  pheon  to  his  lungs  did  goe; 

He  felle,  and  groand  upon  the  place  of  fighte, 

Whilst  lyfe  and  bloude  came  issuynge  from 
the  blowe. 

Like  a  tall  pyne  upon  his  native  playne, 

So  fell  the  mightie  sire  and  mingled  with  the 
slaine. 

*  For-  Hue  de  Lonaeville,  a  force  ^doughtremere, 
eigner.  Advauncyd  forwarde  to  provoke  the  darte, 

E.  When  soone  he  founde  that  Adhelmes  . 
poynted  speere 

Had  founde  an  easie  passage  to  his  hearte. 

He  drewe  his  bowe,  nor  was  of  dethe  astarte, 

Then  fell  down  brethlesse  to  encrease  the 
corse ; 

But  as  he  drewe  hys  bowe  devoid  of  arte, 

So  it  came  down  upon  Troy  villains  horse; 

Deep  thro  hys  hatchments  wente  the  pointed 
floe; 

Now  here,  now  there,  with  rage  bleedyng  he 
rounde  doth  goe. 


60 


Nor  does  he  hede  his  mastres  known 
commands, 

Xyll,  growen  furiouse  by  his  bloudie  wounde, 
Erect  upon  his  hynder  feete  he  staundes, 

And  throwes  hys  mastre  far  off  to  the  grounde, 
Near  Adhelms  feete  the  Normanne  laie 
astounde, 

Besprengd  his  arrowes,  loosend  was  his 
sheelde, 

Xhro  his  redde  armoure,  as  he  laie  ensoond, 
Hepeerc'dhis  swerde,  and  out  upon  the  feelde 
Xhe  Normannes  bowels  steemd,  a  dedlie 
syghte ! 

He  opd  and  closd  hys  eyen  in  everlastynge 
nyghte. 

Caverd,  a  Scot,  who  for  the  Normannes 
foughte, 

A  man  well  skilld  in  swerde  and  soundynge 
strynge, 

Who  fled  his  country  for  a  crime  enstrote, 

For  darynge  with  bolde  worde  hys  loiaule 
kynge, 

He  at  Erie  Aldhelme  with  grete  force  did 
flynge 

An  heavie  javlyn,  made  for  bloudie  wounde, 
Alonge  his  sheelde  askaunte  the  same  did 
ringe, 

Peered  thro  the  corner,  then  stuck  in  the 
grounde; 

So  when  the  thonder  rauttles  in  the  skie, 
Xhro  some  tall  spyre  the  shaftes  in  a  torn  clevis 
flie. 
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Then  Addhelm  hur Id  a  cr oched  javlyn  stronge, 
With  mighte  that  none  but  such  grete 
championes  know; 

Swifter  than  thoughte  the  javlyn  past  alonge, 
Andehytte  the  Scot  most  feirclieontheprowe; 
His  helmet  brasted  at  the  thondring  blowe, 
Into  his  brain  the  tremblyn  javlyn  steck; 

From  eyther  syde  the  bloude  began  to  flow, 
And  run  in  circling  ringlets  rounde  his  neck ; 
Down  fell  the  warriour  on  the  lethal  strande, 
Lyke  some  tall  vessel  wreckt  upon  the  tragick 
sande. 


HERE  fruytless 
heathes  and 
meadowes  cladde 
in  greie, 

Save  where  derne 
hawthornes  reare 
theyr  humble 
heade, 

The  hungrie  traveller 
upon  his  waie 
Sees  a  huge  desarte  alle  arounde  hym  spredde, 
The  distaunte  citie  scantlie  to  be  spedde, 

The  curlynge  force  of  smoke  he  sees  in  vayne, 
Tis  too  far  distaunte,  and  hys  onlie  bedde 
Iwimpled  in  hys  cloke  ys  on  the  playne, 

*  Forays.  Whylsterattlyngethonder*forreyoerhishedde 
E.  And  raines  come  down  to  wette  hys  harde 
uncouthlie  bedde. 


CONTINUED. 
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A  wondrous  pyle  of  rugged  mountaynes 
standes, 

Placd  on  eche  other  in  a  dreare  arraie, 

It  ne  could  be  the  worke  of  human  handes, 

It  ne  was  reared  up  bie  menne  of  claie. 

Here  did  the  Brutons  adoration  paye 
To  the  false  god  whom  they  did  Tauran  name, 
Dightynge  hys  altarre  with  greete  fyres  in 
Maie, 

Roastynge  theyr  vyctualle  round  aboute  the 
flame, 

'Twas  here  that  Hengyst  did  the  Brytons  slee, 
As  they  were  mette  in  council  for  to  bee. 

Neere  on  a  loftie  hylle  a  citie  standes, 

That  lyftes  yts  scheafted  heade  ynto  the  skies, 
And  kynglie  lookes  arounde  on  lower  landes, 
And  the  longe  browne  playne  that  before  itte 
lies. 

Herewarde,  borne  of  parentes  brave  andwyse, 
Within  this  vylle  fyrste  adrewe  the  ayre, 

A  blessynge  to  the  erthe  sente  from  the  skies, 
In  anie  kyngdom  nee  coulde  fynde  his  pheer; 
Now  rybbd  in  Steele  he  rages  yn  the  fyghte, 
And  sweeps  whole  armies  to  the  reaulmes  of 
nyghte. 

Soe  when  derne  Autumne  wyth  hys  sallowe 
hande 

Tares  the  green  mantle  from  the  lymed  trees, 
The  leaves  besprenged  on  the  yellow  strande 
Flie  in  whole  armies  from  the  blataunte 
breeze ; 
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Alle  the  whole  fielde  a  carnage-howse  he 

sees, 

Andsowles  unknelled  hover’d  oer  the  bloude; 

From  place  to  place  on  either  hand  he  slees, 

And  sweepes  alle  neere  hym  lyke  a  bronded 
floude ; 

Dethe  honge  upon  his  arme;  he  sleed  so 
maynt, 

'Tis  paste  the  pointel  of  a  man  to  paynt. 

Bryghte  sonne  in  haste  han  drove  hys  fierie 
wayne 

A  three  howres  course  alonge  the  whited 
skyen, 

Vewynge  the  swarthless  bodies  on  the 
playne, 

And  longed  greetlie  to  plonce  in  the  bryne. 

For  as  hys  beemes  and  far-stretchynge  eyne 

Did  view  the  pooles  of  gore  yn  purple 
sheene, 

*  Loath-  The  ^wolsomme  vapours  rounde  hys  lockes 

some.  E.  dydtwyne, 

And  dyd  disfygure  all  his  semmlikeen ; 

Then  to  harde  actyon  he  hys  wayne  dyd 
rowse, 

In  hyssynge  ocen  to  make  glair  hys  browes. 

Duke  Wyllyam  gave  commaunde,  eche 
Norman  knyghte, 

That  beer  war-token  in  a  shielde  so  fyne, 

Shoulde  onward  goe,  and  dare  to  closer 
fyghte 

The  Saxonne  warryor,  that  dyd  so  entwyne, 
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Lyke  the  neshe  bryon  and  the  eglantine, 

Orre  Cornysh  wrastlers  at  a  Hocktyde  game. 

The  Normannes,  all  emarchialld  in  a  lyne, 

To  the  ^ourt  arraie  of  the  thight  Saxonnes 
came : 

There  Was  the  whaped  Normannes  on  a 
parre 

Dyd  know  that  Saxonnes  were  the  sonnes  of 
warre. 

Oh  T urgotte,  wheresoeer  thie  spryte  dothe 
haunte, 

Whither  wyth  thie  lovd  Adhelme  by  thie  syde, 

Where  thou  mayste  heare  the  swotie  nyghte 
larke  chaunte, 

Orre  wyth  some  mokynge  brooklette  swetelie 
glide, 

Or  rowle  in  ferseliewythe  ferse  Severnes  tyde, 

Whereer  thou  art,  come  and  my  mynde  enleme 

Wyth  such  greete  thoughtes  as  dyd  with  thee 
abyde. 

Thou  sonne,  of  whom  I  ofte  have  caught  a 
beeme, 

Send  mee  agayne  a  drybblette  of  thie  lyghte, 
That  I  the  deeds  of  Englyshmenne  maie  wryte. 

Harold,  who  saw  the  Normannes  to 
advaunce, 

Seizd  a  huge  byll,  and  layd  hym  down  hys 
spere ; 

Soe  dyd  ech  wite  laie  downe  the  broched 
launce, 

And  groves  of  bylies  did  glitter  in  the  ayre. 


Wyth  showtes  the  Normannes  did  to  battel 

steere; 

Campynon  famous  for  his  stature  highe, 

Fyrey  wythe  brasse,  benethe  a  shyrte  of  lere, 

In  cloudie  daie  he  reechd  into  the  skie; 

Neere  to  Kyng  Harolde  dyd  he  come  alonge, 
^Deadly.  And  drewe  hys  steele  ^Morglaien  sworde  so 
E.  stronge. 

Thryce  rounde  hys  heade  hee  swung  hys 
anlace  wyde, 

On  whyche  the  sunne  his  visage  did  agleeme, 

Then  straynynge,  as  hys  membres  would 
dyvyde, 

Hee  stroke  on  Haroldes  sheelde  yn  manner 
breme; 

* 

Alonge  the  fielde  it  made  an  horrid  cleembe, 

Coupeynge  Kyng  Harolds  payncted  sheeld 
in  twayne, 

Then  yn  the  bloude  the  fierie  swerde  dyd 
steeme, 

And  then  dyd  drive  ynto  the  bloudie  playne; 

So  when  in  ayre  the  vapours  do  abounde, 
Some  thunderbolte  tares  trees  and  dryves  ynto 
the  grounde, 

Harolde  upreer'd  hys  bylle,  and  furious  sente 

A  stroke,  lyke  thondre,  at  the  Normannes 
syde; 

Upon  the  playne  the  broken  brasse 
besprente 

Dyd  ne  hys  bodie  from  dethe-doeynge 
hyde, 
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He  tournyd  backe,  and  dyd  not  there  abyde; 

With  straught  oute  sheelde  hee  ayenwarde 
did  goe, 

Threwe  downe  the  Normannes,  did  their 
rankes  divide, 

To  save  himselfe  lefte  them  unto  the  foe; 

So  olyphauntes,  in  kingdomme  of  the  sunne, 
When  once  provok'd  doth  throwe  theyr  owne 
troopes  runne. 

Harolde,  who  ken'd  hee  was  his  armies  staie, 

Nedeynge  the  rede  of  generaul  so  wyse, 

Byd  Alfwoulde  to  Campynon  haste  awaie, 

As  thro  the  armie  ayenwarde  he  hies. 

Swyfte  as  a  feether'd  takel  Alfwoulde  flies, 

The  steele  bylle  blushynge  oer  wyth 
lukewarm  bloude ; 

Ten  Kenters,  ten  Bristowans  for  th'  emprize 

Hasted  wyth  Alfwoulde  where  Campynon 
stood, 

Who  aynewarde  went,  whylste  everie 
Normanne  knyghte 

Dyd  blush  to  see  their  champyon  put  to  flyghte. 


*  Swol¬ 

len.  E. 

*  River. 

E. 
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As  painctyd  Bruton,  when  a  wolfyn  wylde, 

When  yt  is  cale  and  blustrynge  wyndes  do 
blowe, 

Enters  hys  bordelle,  taketh  hys  yonge  chylde, 

And  wyth  his  bloude  bestreynts  the  lillie 
snowe, 

He  thoroughe  mountayne  hie  and  dale  doth 
goe, 

Throwe  the  quyck  torrent  of  the  *bollen  *ave, 


Throwc  Severne  rollynge  oer  the  sandes 
belowe 

He  skyms  alofe,  and  blents  the  beatynge 
wave, 

Ne  stynts,  ne  lagges  the  chace,  tylle  for  hys 
eyne 

In  peecies  hee  the  morthering  theef  doth  chyne. 

^Dis¬ 
mayed. 

E. 


Betweene  Erie  Alfwoulde  and  Duke 
Wyllyam's  bronde 

Campynon  thoughte  that  nete  but  deathe 
could  bee, 

Seezed  a  huge  swerde  Morglaien  yn  his 
honde, 

Mottrynge  a  praier  to  the  Vyrgyne; 

So  hunted  deere  the  dryvynge  houndes  will 

slee, 

When  theie  dyscover  they  cannot  escape; 
And  feerful  lambkyns,  when  theie  hunted  bee, 
Theyre  ynfante  hunters  doe  theie  ofte  awhape; 
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So  Alfwoulde  he  dyd  to  Campynon  haste; 
Hys  bloudie  bylle  ^awhap'd  the  Normannes 
eyne; 

Hee  fled,  as  wolfes  when  bie  the  talbots 
chac’d, 

T o  bloudie  byker  he  dyd  ne  enclyne. 

Duke  Wyllyam  stroke  hym  on  hys  brigandyne, 
And  sayd;  Campynon,  is  it  thee  I  see.'' 

Thee  ?  who  dydst  actes  of  glorie  so  bewryen, 
Now  poorlie  come  to  hyde  thieselfe  bie  mee  ? 
Awaie!  thou  dogge,  and  acte  a  warriors  parte, 
Or  with  mie  swerde  HI  perce  thee  to  the  harte. 


Thus  stoode  Campynon,  grcctc  but  hertlesse 
knyghte, 

When  feere  of  dethc  made  hym  for  deathe  to 
fyghte. 

Alfwoulde  began  to  dyghte  hymselfe  for 
fyghte, 

Meanewhyle  hys  menne  on  everie  syde  dyd 
slee, 

Whan  on  hys  lyfted  sheelde  withe  alle  hys 
myghte 

Campynon's  swerde  in  burlie-brande  dyd 
dree; 

^Bewopen  Alfwoulde  fellen  on  his  knee; 

Hys  Brystowe  menne  came  in  hym  for  to 
save; 

Eftsoons  upgotten  from  the  grounde  was  hee, 

And  dyd  agayne  the  touring  Norman  brave; 

Hee  graspd  hys  bylle  in  syke  a  drear  arraie, 
Hee  seem'd  a  lyon  catchynge  at  hys  preie. 

Upon  the  Normannes  brazen  adventayle 

The  thondrynge  bill  of  myghtie  Alfwould 
came; 

It  made  a  dentful  bruse,  and  then  dyd  fayle; 

Fromme  rattlynge  weepons  shotte  a 
sparklynge  flame ; 

Eftsoons  agayne  the  thondrynge  bill  ycame, 

Peers'd  thro  hys  adventayle  and  skyrts  of  *lare; 

A  tyde  of  purple  gore  came  wyth  the  same, 

As  out  hys  bowells  on  the  feelde  it  tare; 

Campynon  felle,  as  when  some  cittie^walle 
Inne  dolefulle  terrours  on  its  mynours  falle. 
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^A- 

mazed. 

E. 


*  Leather. 
E. 


He  felle,  and  dyd  the  Norman  rankes  dyvide; 

So  when  an  oke,  that  shotte  ynto  the  skie, 

Feeles  the  broad  axes  peersynge  his  broade 
syde, 

Slowlie  hee  falls  and  on  the  grounde  doth 
lie, 

Pressynge  all  downe  that  is  wyth  hym 
anighe, 

And  stoppynge  wearie  travellers  on  the 
waie; 

So  straught  upon  the  playne  the  Norman  hie 


A 


A, 

sV 


A.. 


A. 


A. 


A 


A. 


A. 


A. 


Bled,  gron'd,  and  dyed:  the  Normanne 
knyghtes  astound 

To  see  the  ^bawsin  champyon  preste  upon  the 
E.  grounde. 

As  when  the  hygra  of  the  Severne  roars, 

And  thunders  ugsom  on  the  sandes  below, 

The  cleembe  reboundes  to  Wedecesters 
shore, 

And  sweeps  the  black  sande  rounde  its  horie 
prowe; 

So  bremie  Alfwoulde  thro  the  warre  dyd  goe; 

Hys  Kenters  and  Brystowans  slew  ech  syde, 

Betreinted  all  alonge  with  bloudless  foe, 

And  seemd  to  swymm  alonge  with  bloudie 
tyde; 

Fromme  place  to  place  besmeard  with  bloud 
they  went, 

And  rounde  aboute  them  swarthless  corse 
besprente. 
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A  famous  Normanne  who  yclepd  Aubene, 

Of  skyll  in  bow,  in  tylte,  and  handesworde 
fyghte, 

That  daie  yn  feclde  han  manie  Saxons  sleene, 
Forre  hce  in  sothen  was  a  mannc  of  myghtc; 
Fyrste  dyd  his  swerdc  on  Adelgar  alyghte, 

As  hec  on  horseback  was,  and  peersd  hys 
gryne, 

Then  upwarde  wente:  in  everlastynge  nyghte 
Hee  closd  hys  rollyng  and  dymsyghted  eyne. 
Next  Eadlyn,  Tatwyn,  and  fam’d  Adelred, 
Bie  various  causes  sunken  to  the  dead. 


But  now  to  Alfwoulde  he  opposynge  went, 
To  whom  compar'd  hee  was  a  man  of  stre, 
And  wyth  bothe  hondes  a  myghtie  blowe  he 
sente 

At  Alfwouldes  head,  as  hard  as  hee  could 
dree; 

But  on  hys  payncted  sheelde  so  ^bismarlie 
Aslaunte  his  swerde  did  go  ynto  the  grounde ; 
Then  Alfwould  him  attack'd  most  furyouslie, 
Athrowe  hys  gaberdyne  hee  dyd  him  wounde, 
Then  soone  agayne  hys  swerde  hee  dyd 
upryne, 

And  clove  his  creste  and  split  him  to  the  eyne. 
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ja  ONN  OURE  LADIES  CHYRCHE. 

S  onn  a  hylle  one  eve 
sittynge, 

At  oure  Ladle’s  Chyrche 
mouchewonderynge, 
The  counynge  handie-- 
worke  so  fyne, 

Han  well  nighe  dazeled 
mine  eyne ; 

Quod  I :  Some  counynge 


fame  hande 

Yreer'd  this  chapelle  in  this  lande; 

Full  well  I  wote  so  fine  a  syghte 
Was  ne  yreer’d  of  mortall  wighte. 

Quod  Trouthe:  Thou  lackest  knowlachynge; 
Thou  forsoth  ne  wotteth  of  the  thynge. 

A  Rev'rend  Fadre,  William  Canynge  hight, 
Yreered  uppe  this  chapelle  brighte; 

And  eke  anothet  in  the  Towne, 

Where  glassie  bubblynge  Trymme  doth  roun. 
Quod  I :  Ne  doubte  for  all  he’s  given 
His  sowle  will  certes  goe  to  heaven. 

Yea,  quod  Trouthe;  than  goe  thou  home, 

And  see  thou  doe  as  hee  hath  donne. 

Quod  I :  I  doubte,  that  can  ne  bee ; 

I  have  ne  gotten  markes  three. 

Quod  Trouthe:  As  thou  hast  got,  give  almes- 
dedes  soe; 

Canynges  and  Gaunts  culde  doe  ne  moe. 

T.  R. 
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ON  THE  SAME. 

TAY,  curyous  traveller, 
and  pass  not  bye, 

Until  this  fetive  pile 
astounde  thine  eye. 
Whole  rocks  on  rocks 
with  yron  joynd  surveie, 
And  okes  with  okes 
entremed  disponed  lie. 
This  mightie  pile,  that 
keeps  the  wyndes  at  baie, 

Fyre^levyn  and  the  mokie  storme  defie, 

That  shootes  aloofe  into  the  reaulmes  of  daie, 
Shall  be  the  record  of  the  Buylders  fame  for  aie. 

Thou  seest  this  maystrie  of  a  human  hand, 
The  pride  of  Brystowe  and  the  Westerne 
lande, 

Yet  is  the  Buylders  vertues  much  moe  greete, 
Greeter  than  can  bie  Rowhes  pen  be  scande. 
Thou  seest  the  saynctes  and  kynges  in  stonen 
state, 

That  seemd  with  breath  and  human  soule 
dispande, 

As  payrde  to  us  enseem  these  men  of  slate, 
Such  is  greete  Canynge's  mynde  when  payrd  to 
God  elate. 

Well  maiest  thou  be  astound,  but  view  it  well; 
Go  not  from  hence  before  thou  see  thy  fill, 
And  learn  the  Builder’s  vertues  and  his  name; 
Of  this  tall  spyre  in  every  countye  telle, 

And  with  thy  tale  the  lazing  rych  men  shame ; 
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Showc  howe  the  glorious  Canynge  did 
excelle ; 

How  hee  good  man  a  friend  for  kynges 
became, 

And  gloryous  pavd  at  once  the  way  to  heaven 
and  fame. 


EPITAPH  ON  ROBERT  CAYNNGE. 

HYS  morneynge  starre 
of  Radcleves  rysynge 
raie, 

A  true  manne  good  of 
mynde  and  Canynge 
hyghte, 

Benethe  thys  stone  lies 
moltrynge  ynto  claie 
Untylle  the  darke  tombe 
lyghte. 

Thyrde  fromme  hys  loynes  the  present 
Canynge  came ; 

Wantonne  are  anie  wordes  to  telle  hys  doe; 
For  aye  shall  lyve  hys  heaven-recorded  name, 
N e  shall  y t  dye  whanne  tyme  shalle  bee  no  moe ; 
Whanne  Mychael's  trumpe  shall  sounde  to 
reyse  the  soule, 

He’ll  wynge  to  heavn  wyth  kynne,  and  happie 
bee  theyr  dolle. 


sheene  an  aeterne 
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THE  STORIE  OF  WILLIAM  CANYNGE. 

NENT  a  brooklette  as  I 
la ie  reclynd, 

Listeynge  to  heare  the 
water  glyde  alonge, 
Myndeynge  how 
thorowe  the  grene 
mees  yt  twynd, 
Awhilst  the  cavys  res- 
ponsd  yts  mottring 

songe, 

At  dystaunt  rysyng  Avonne  to  be  sped, 
Amenged  wyth  rysyng  hylles,  dyd  shewe  yts 
head; 

Engarlanded  wyth  crownes  of  osyer  weedes 
And  wraytes  of  alders  of  a  bercie  scent, 

And  stickeynge  out  wyth  clowde  agested  reedes, 
The  hoarie  Avonne  show'd  dyre  semblamente, 
Whylest  blataunt  Severne,  from  Sabryna  clepde, 
Rores  flemie  o'er  the  sandes  that  she  hepde. 

These  eynegears  swythyn  bringethe  to  mie 
thowghte 

Of  hardie  champyons  knowen  to  the  floude, 
How  onne  the  bankes  thereof  brave  JElle 
foughte, 

JElie  descended  from  Merce  kynglie  bloude, 
Warden  of  Brystowe  towne  and  castel  stede, 
Who  ever  and  anon  made  Danes  to  blede. 

Methoughte  such  doughtie  menn  must  have  a 
sprighte 
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Dote  yn  the  armourbrace  that  Mychael  bore, 
Whan  he  wyth  Satan  kynge  of  helle  dyd  fyghte, 
And  earthe  was  drenced  yn  a  mere  of  gore ; 

Orr,  soone  as  theie  dyd  see  the  worldis  lyghte, 
Fate  had  wrott  downe,  thys  mann  ys  borne  to 
fyghte. 

AC  lie,  I  sayd,  or  els  my  mynde  dyd  saie, 

Whie  ys  thy  actyons  left  so  spare  yn  storie  S 
Were  I  toe  dispone,  there  should  lyvven  aie 
In  erthe  and  hevenis  rolles  thie  tale  of  glorie; 
Thie  actes  soe  doughtie  should  for  aie  abyde, 
And  bie  theyre  teste  all  after  actes  be  tryde. 

Next  holie  Wareburghus  fylld  mie  mynde, 

As  fayre  a  seyncte  as  anie  towne  can  boaste, 

Or  bee  the  erthe  wyth  lyghte  or  merke  ywrynde, 
I  see  hys  ymage  waulkeyng  throwe  the  coaste : 
Fitz  Hardynge,  Bithrickus,  and  twentie  moe 
Ynn  visyonn  fore  mie  phantasie  dyd  goe. 

Thus  all  mie  wandrynge  faytour  thynkeynge 
strayde, 

And  eche  dygne  buylder  dequac'd  onn  mie 
mynde, 

Whan  from  the  distaunt  streeme  arose  a  mayde, 
Whose  gentle  tresses  mov'd  not  to  the  wynde; 
Lyche  to  the  sylver  moone  yn  frostie  neete, 
Thedamoiselledyd  come  soe  blythe  and  sweete. 

Ne  browded  mantell  of  a  scarlette  hue, 

Ne  shoone  pykes  plaited  o'er  wyth  ribbande 
geere, 
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Ne  costlie  paraments  of  wodcn  blue, 

Noughte  of  a  dresse,  but  bewtie  dyd  sheeweere; 
Naked  shee  was,  and  loked  swete  of  youthe, 

All  dyd  bewryen  that  her  name  was  Trouthe. 

The  ethie  ringletts  of  her  notte-browne  hayre 
What  ne  a  manne  should  see  dyd  swotelie  hyde, 
Whych  on  her  milk-white  bodykin  so  fayre 
Dyd  showe  lyke  browne  streemes  fowlyng  the 
white  tyde, 

Or  veynes  of  brown  hue  yn  a  marble  cuarr, 
Whyche  by  the  traveller  ys  kenn'd  from  farr. 


♦Adul¬ 

terous 

E 


*  Cruci¬ 
fix.  E 


Wyth  sweet  semblate  and  an  angel's  grace 
Shee  'gan  to  lecture  from  her  gentle  breste; 
For  Trouthis  wordes  ys  her  myndes  face, 
False  oratoryes  she  dyd  aie  deteste: 
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Astounded  mickle  there  I  sylente  laie, 

Still  scauncing  wondrous  at  the  walkynge 
syghte; 

Mie  senses  forgarde  ne  coulde  reyn  awaie; 

But  was  ne  forstraughte  when  shee  dyd  alyghte 
Anie  to  mee,  dreste  up  yn  naked  viewe, 

Whych  mote  yn  some  ♦ewbrycious  thoughtes 
abrewe. 

But  I  ne  dyd  once  thynke  of  wanton  thoughte; 
For  well  I  mynded  what  bie  vowe  I  hete, 

And  yn  mie  pockate  han  a  *crouchee  broughte, 
Whych  yn  the  blosom  woulde  such  sins  anete; 

I  lok'd  wyth  eyne  as  pure  as  angelles  doe, 

And  dyd  the  everie  thoughte  of  foule  eschewe. 


Swectnesse  was  yn  eche  worde  she  dyd 
ywreene, 

Tho  shce  strove  not  to  make  that  sweetnesse 
sheene. 

Shee  sayd :  Mie  manner  of  appereynge  here 
Mie  name  and  sleyghted  myndbruch  maie  thee 
telle ; 

I'm  Trouthe,  that  dyd  descende  fromm 
heavenwere, 

Goulers  and  courtiers  doe  not  kenne  mee  welle ; 
Thie  inmoste  thoughtes,  thie  labrynge  brayne  I 
sawe, 

And  from  thie  gentle  dreeme  will  thee  adawe. 

Full  manie  champyons  and  menne  of  lore, 
Payncters  and  carvellers  have  gaind  good  name, 
But  there's  a  Canynge,  to  encrease  the  store, 

A  Canynge,  who  shall  buie  uppe  all  theyre  fame. 
X ake  thou  mie  power,  and  see  yn  chylde  and 
manne 

What  troulie  noblenesse  yn  Canynge  ranne. 

As  when  a  bordelier  onn  ethie  bedde, 

Tyr'd  wyth  the  laboures  maynt  of  sweltrie  daie, 
Yn  slepeis  bosom  laieth  hys  deft  headde, 

So,  senses  sonke  to  reste,  mie  boddie  laie; 
Eftsoons  mie  sprighte,  from  erthlie  bandes 
untyde, 

I  mmengde  yn  flanched  ayre  wyth  T  routhe  asy  de. 

Strayte  was  I  carryd  back  to  tymes  of  yore, 
Whylst  Canynge  swathed  yet  yn  fleshlie  bedde, 
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And  saw  all  actyons  whych  han  been  before, 
And  all  the  scroll  of  Fate  unravelled; 

And  when  thefate'-mark'd  babe  acome  tosyghte, 
I  saw  hym  eager  gaspynge  after  lyghte. 

In  all  hys  shepen  gambols  and  chyldes  plaie, 

In  everte  merriemakeyng,  fay  re  or  wake, 

I  kenn'd  a  perpled  lyghte  of  Wysdom's  rate; 

He  eate  downe  learnynge  wyth  the  wastle  cake. 
As  wise  as  anie  of  the  eldermenne, 

He'd  wytte  enowe  toe  make  a  mayre  at  tenne. 

As  the  dulce  downie  barbe  beganne  to  gre, 

So  was  the  well  thyghte  texture  of  hys  lore; 
Eche  daie  enhedeynge  mockler  for  to  bee, 
Greete  yn  hys  councel  for  the  daies  he  bore. 

All  tongues,  all  carrols  dyd  unto  hym  synge, 
Wondryng  at  one  soe  wyse,  and  yet  soe  yinge. 

Encreaseynge  yn  the  yeares  of  mortal  lyfe, 

And  hasteynge  to  hys  journie  ynto  heaven, 

Hee  thoughte  ytt  proper  for  to  cheese  a  wyfe, 
And  use  the  sexes  for  the  purpose  gevene. 

Hee  then  was  yothe  of  comelie  semelikeede, 
And  hee  had  made  a  mayden's  herte  to  blede. 

He  had  a  fader,  (Jesus  rest  hys  soule!) 

Who  loved  money,  as  hys  charie  joie; 

Hee  had  a  broder  (happie  manne  be's  dole! ) 

Yn  mynde  and  boddie,  hys  owne  fadre's  boie; 
What  then  could  Canynge  wissen  as  a  parte 
X o  gyve  to  her  whoe  had  made  chop  of 
hearted 
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But  landcs  and  castle  tenures,  golde  and  bighes, 
And  hoardes  of  sylver  rousted  yn  the  ent, 
Canynge  and  hys  fayre  sweete  dyd  that 
despyse, 

To  change  of  troulie  love  was  theyr  content; 
Theie  lyv'd  togeder  yn  a  house  adygne, 

Of  goode  sendaument  commilie  and  fyne. 

But  soone  hys  broder  and  hys  syre  dyd  die, 

And  lefte  to  Willyam  states  and  renteynge  rolles, 
And  at  hys  wyll  hys  broder  Johne  supplie. 

Hee  gave  a  chauntrie  to  redeeme  theyre  soules; 
And  put  hys  broder  ynto  syke  a  trade, 

That  he  lorde  mayor  of  Londonne  towne  was 
made. 

Eftsoons  hys  mornynge  tournd  to  gloomie 
nyghte; 

Hys  dame,  hys  seconde  selfe,  gyve  upp  her 
brethe, 

Seekynge  for  eterne  lyfe  and  endlesse  lyghte, 
And  fleed  good  Canynge ;  sad  mystake  of 
dethe ! 

Soe  have  I  seen  a  flower  ynn  Sommer  tyme 
T rodde  downe  and  broke  and  widder  ynn  ytts 
pryme. 

Next  Radcleeve  chyrche  (oh  worke  of  hande  of 
heav'n, 

Whare  Canynge  sheweth  as  an  instrumente), 
Was  to  my  bismarde  eyne-syghte  newlie  giv'n; 
'Tis  past  to  blazonne  ytt  to  good  contente. 

Y ou  that  woulde  faygn  the  fetyve  buyldynge  see 
Repayre  to  Radcleve,  and  contented  bee. 
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I  sawc  the  myndbruch  of  hys  nobille  soule 
Wban  Edwarde  meniced  a  seconde  wyfe; 

I  sawe  what  *Pheryons  yn  hys  mynde  dyd  rolle;  n  Arrows. 
In  owe  fyx  d  fromm  seconde  dames  a  preeste  for  E. 

lyfe. 

Thys  ys  the  manne  of  menne,  the  vision  spoke; 

Then  belle  for  even~songe  mie  senses  woke. 


Jt  ON  HAPPIENESSE,  by  WILLIAM 
CANYNGE. 

I  AIE  Selynesse  on 
erthes  boundes 
bee  hadde  S 
Maie  yt  adyghte  yn 
human  shape  bee 
founded 

Wote  yee,  ytt  was 
wyth  E  din's 
bower  bestadde, 

Or  quite  eraced  from 
the  scaunce-layd  grounde, 

Whan  from  the  secret  fontes  the  waterres  dyd 
abounde  S 

Does  yt  agrosed  shun  the  bodyed  waulke, 

Lyve  to  ytself  and  to  y ttes  ecchoe  taulke  / 

All  hayle,  Contente,  thou  mayde  of  turtle'-eyne, 
As  thie  behoulders  thynke  thou  arte  iwreene, 
To  ope  the  dore  to  Selynesse  ys  thyne, 

And  Chrystis  glorie  doth  upponne  thee  sheene. 
Doer  of  the  foule  thynge  ne  hath  thee  seene; 

In  caves,  ynn  wodes,  ynn  woe,  and  dole  distresse, 
Whoere  hath  thee  hath  gotten  Selynesse. 
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ONN  JOHNE  A  DALBENIE  (by  the 


same.) 


OHNE  makes  a  jarre  boute  Lancaster 
and  Y  orke ; 

Bee  stille,  gode  manne,  and  learne  to 
mynde  thie  worke. 


JUB  THE  GOULER'S  REQUIEM,  (by  the 

IE  boolie  entes, 
adieu !  ne  moe 
the  syghte 
Of  guilden  merke 
shall  mete  mie 
joieous  eyne, 

Ne  moe  the  sylver 
noble,  sheenynge 
bryghte, 

Schall  fyll  mie  honde 
with  weight  to  speke  ytt  fyne ; 

Ne  moe,  ne  moe,  alass!  I  call  you  myne: 
Whydder  must  you,  ah !  whydder  must  I 
goer' 

I  kenne  not  either;  oh  mie  emmers  dygne, 

To  parte  wyth  you  wyll  wurcke  mee  myckle 
woe; 

I  muste  be  gonne,  botte  whare  I  dare  ne 
telle; 

O  storthe  unto  mie  mynde!  I  goe  to  helle. 


same.) 
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Soonc  as  the  mome  dyd  dyghte  the  roddie 
sunne, 

A  shade  of  theves  eche  streake  of  lyght  dyd 
seeme; 

Wbann  ynn  the  heavn  full  half  hys  course 
was  runn, 

Eche  stirryng  nayghbour  dyd  mie  harte 
afleme; 

Thye  loss,  or  quyck  or  slepe,  was  aie  mie  dreme ; 

For  thee,  O  gould,  I  dyd  the  lawe  ycrase; 

For  thee  I  gotten  or  bie  wiles  or  breme; 

Y nn  thee  I  all  mie  joie  and  good  dyd  place ; 

Botte  now  to  mee  thie  pleasaunce  ys  ne  moe, 

I  kenne  notte  botte  for  thee  I  to  the  quede  must 
goe. 


J$ I  THE  ACCOUNTE  OF  W. 

CANYNGES  FEAST. 

HOROWE  the  halle  the 
belle  han  sounde; 

^Byelecoyle  doe  the  *  Fair 
Grave  beseeme ;  welcome 

The  ealdermenne  doe  ing.  E. 

sytte  arounde, 

Ande  snoffelle  oppe  the 
cheorte  steeme. 

Lyke  asses  wylde  ynne 

desarte  waste 

Swotelye  the  morneynge  ayre  doe  taste, 

Syche  coyne  theie  ate;  the  minstrels  plaie, 

The  dynne  of  angelles  doe  theie  keepe; 
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He ie  stylle  the  Guestes  ha  ne  to  saie, 

Butte  nodde  yet  thankes  and  falle  aslapc. 
Thus  echone  daie  bee  I  to  deene, 

Gyf  Rowley,  Iscamm,  or  Tyb.  Gorges  be  ne 
seene. 


^  THE  DEDICATYNGE  THE 
CHYRCHE  OF  OURE  LADIE  OF 
REDCLEFTE. 

J0.  (Wroten  bie  T.  Rowleie.) 

OONE  as  bryght  sonne 
alonge  the  skyne, 
han  sente  hys  ruddie 
lyghte; 

And  fayryes  hyd  ynne 
Oslyppe  cuppes, 
tylle  wysh'd  approche  of 
nyghte — 

The  mattyn  belle  wyth 

shryllie  sounde, 
reeckode  throwe  the  ayre ; 

A  troop  of  holie  freeres  dyd, 
for  Jesus  masse  prepare — 

Arounde  the  highe  unsaynted  chyrche, 
wythe  holie  relyques  wente ; 

And  every  door  and  poste  aboute 
wythe  godlie  thynges  besprente. 

Then  Carpenter  yn  scarlette  dreste, 
and  my tred  holylie ; 

From  Mastre  Canynge  hys  greate  howse, 
wyth  rosarie  dyd  hie— 
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Before  hym  wente  a  throng  of  freeres 
who  dyd  the  masse  songe  synge, 
Behynde  hym  Mastre  Canynge  came, 
tryckd  lyke  a  barbed  kynge, 

And  then  a  rowe  of  holie  freeres, 
who  dyd  the  mass  songe  sound. 

The  procurators  and  chyrche  reeves 
next  prest  upon  the  ground, 

And  when  unto  the  chyche  theye  came 
a  holie  masse  was  sange, 

So  lowdlie  was  theyr  swotie  voyce, 
the  heven  so  hie  it  range. 

Then  Carpenter  dyd  puryfie 
the  chyrche  to  Godde  for  aie, 

Wythe  holie  masses  and  good  psalmes 
whyche  hee  dyd  thereyn  saie. 

Then  was  a  sermon  preeched  soon 
bie  Carpynterre  holie, 

And  after  that  another  one 
ypreechen  was  bie  mee: 

Then  alle  dyd  goe  to  Canynges  house 
an  Enterlude  to  playe, 

And  drynk  hys  wyne  and  ale  so  goode, 
and  praie  for  him  for  aie. 
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Jt^fTHE  PARLYAMENTEOFSPRYTES. 
Wroten  bie  T.  Rowlcie  and  J.  Iscam. 

Jtfi  An  E  NT  YRLUDE  ,plaied  bic  the  Car mcly  tc 
Freeres  at  Mastre  Canynges  hys  grcctc  howse, 
before  Mastre  Canynges  and  Byshoppe  Car- 
penterre,  on  dedicatynge  the  chyrche  of  Oure 
Ladie  of  Redclefte. 

ENTRODUCTYON  BIE  QUEEN 
MABBE.  J3-  (Bie  Iscamme.) 

HAN  from  the  Erthe 
the  Sonnes  hulstred, 
Than  from  the 
Flouretts  straughte 
with  dewe; 

Mie  Leege  Menne 
makesyeeawhaped, 
And  Wytches  they  re 
Wytchencref  doe. 
Then  ryse  the  sprytes  ugsome  and  rou, 

And  take  theyre  walke  the  letten  throwe. 

Than  do  the  sprytes  of  valourous  menne, 
Agleeme  along  the  barbed  halle; 

Pleasaunte  the  moltrynge  banners  kenne, 

Or  sytte  arounde  yn  honourde  stalle — 

Oure  sprytes  atourne  theyr  eyne  to  nyghte, 

And  looke  on  Canynge  his  chyrche  bryghte. 

In  sothe  yn  alle  mie  bismarde  rounde, 

Troolie  the  thynge  muste  be  bewryen; 

Inne  stone  or  woden  worke  ne  founde, 

Nete  so  bielecoyle  to  myne  eyne, 

As  ys  goode  Canynge  hys  chyrche  of  stone — 
Whych  blataunthe  wylle  shewe  his  prayse  alone. 
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^TO  JOHANNES  CARPENTERRE 
BYSHOPPE  OF  WORCESTERRE. 

J3-  (Bie  Rowleic.) 

To  you  goodc  Byshoppe,  I  address  mie  saie, 

T o  you  who  honoureth  the  clothe  you  weare ; 
Lyke  pretious  bighes  ynne  golde  of  beste  allaie 
Echone  dothe  make  the  other  seeme  more  fay  re  ; 
Other  than  you  where  coulde  a  manne  be  founde 
So  fytte  to  make  a  place  bee  holie  grounde. 

The  sainctes  ynne  stone  so  netelie  carvelled, 
Theie  scantlie  are  whatte  theie  enseeme  to  bee ; 
Bie  fervente  praier  of  yours  myghte  rear  theyre 
heade, 

And  chaunte  owte  masses  to  oure  Vyrgyne — 
Was  everie  prelate  lyke  a  Carpenterre, 

The  chyrche  woulde  ne  blushe  at  a 
Winchesterre. 

Learned  as  Beauclerke,  as  the  confessour 
Holie  ynne  lyfe,  lyke  Canynge  charitable, 

Busie  in  holie  chyrche  as  Vavasour; 

Slacke  yn  thynges  evylle;  yn  alle  goode  thynges 
stable — 

Honest  as  Saxonnes  was,  from  whence  thou'rt 
sprunge; 

Tho  boddie  weak  thie  soule  for  ever  younge. 

Thou  knowest  welle  thie  consciene  free  from 
steyne, 

Thie  soule  her  rode  no  sable  batements  have; 
Yclenchde  oer  wythe  vyrtues  beste  adaygne, 

A  daie  aeterne  thie  mynde  does  aie  *adave. 
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Nc  spoylcd  widdowes,  orphyans  dystreste, 

Ne  starvynge  preestes  ycrase  thie  nyghtlie  reste. 

Here  then  to  thee  let  me  for  one  and  alle 
Give  lawde  to  Carpenterre  and  commendatyon, 
For  hys  grerte  vyrtues,  but  alas!  too  smalle 
Is  mie  poore  sky  lie  to  shewe  you  hys  juste 
blatyon, 

Or  to  blaze  forthe  hys  publicke  goode  alone, 
And  alle  hys  pryvate  goode  to  Godde  and  hym 
ys  knowne. 

J0.  SPRYTE  OF  NYMRODDE  speaketh. 

J0-  (Bie  Iscamme.) 

Soon  as  the  morne  but  newlie  wake, 

Spyed  Nyghte  ystorven  lye; 

On  herre  corse  dyd  dew  droppes  shake, 

Then  fore  the  sonne  upgotten  was  I. 

The  rampynge  lyon,  felle  tygere, 

The  bocke  that  skyppes  from  place  to  place, 

T o  olyphaunt  and  rhynocere, 

Before  mee  throughe  the  greene  woode  I  dyd 
chace. 

Nymrodde  as  scryptures  hyght  mie  name, 

**  Feign-  Baalle  as  v  jetted  stories  saie; 

ed.  For  rearyiige  Babelle  of  greete  fame, 

Mie  name  and  renome  shall  lyven  for  aie : 

But  here  I  spie  a  fyner  rearynge, 

Genst  whych  the  clowdes  dothe  not  fyghte, 
Onne  whyche  the  starres  doe  sytte  to 
appearynge; 

W eeke  menne  thynke  ytte  reache  the  kyngdom 
of  lyghte. 
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O  where  ys  the  manne  that  buylded  the  same, 
Dyspendynge  worldlie  store  so  welle; 

Kayn  woulde  I  chaunge  wyth  hym  mie  name, 
And  stande  ynne  hys  chaunce  ne  to  goe  to  helle. 

SPRYTES  OF  ASSYRIANS  syngeth. 
Whan  toe  theyre  caves  aeterne  abeste, 

The  waters  ne  moe  han  dystreste, 

The  worlde  so  large; 

Butte  dyde  dyscharge 
Themselves  ynto  theyre  bedde  of  reste. 

Then  menne  besprenged  alle  abroade, 

Ne  moe  dyde  worshyppe  the  true  Godde; 

But  dyd  create 
Hie  temples  great 
Unto  the  ymage  of  Nymrodde. 

But  nowe  the  Worde  of  Godde  is  come 
Borne  of  maide  Marie  toe  brynge  home 
Mankynde  hys  shepe, 

Theme  for  to  keepe 
In  the  folde  of  hys  heavenlie  kyngdome. 

Thys  chyrche  whyche  Canynge  he  dyd  reer, 
To  bee  dispente  in  prayse  and  prayer, 

Mennes  soules  to  save, 

From  vowrynge  grave,  ' 

Ande  puryfye  them  heavenwere. 
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SPRYTES  OF  ELLE,  BYTHRYCKE, 
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GAUNTES,  SEGOWEN,  LANYNGE- 
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SPRYTE  OF  BYTHRYCKE  speaketh. 


Elle,  thie  Brystowc  is  thic  onlic  care, 

Thou  arte  lyke  dragonne  vyllant  of  yts  gode; 

Ne  lovynge  dames  toe  kynde  moe  love  can  bear, 
Ne  Lombardes  ever  golde  moe  vyllaunt  broode. 


J0.  SPRYTE  OF  ELLE  speaketh. 

Swythyn,  yee  sprytes  forsake  the  bollen  floude, 
And  browkeasygthewyth  mee,  a  syghte  enfyne; 
Welle  have  I  vended  myne  for  Danyshe  bloude; 
Syth  thys  greete  structure  greete  mie  whaped 
eyne. 

Y ee  that  have  buylden  on  the  Radclefte  syde, 

T ourne  there  youre  eyne  and  see  your  workes 
outvyde. 


J0.  SPRYTE  OF  BYTHRYCKE  speeketh. 
What  wondrous  monumente !  what  pyle  is  thys ! 
That  byndes  in  wonders  chayne  entendemente ! 
That  doth  aloof  the  ayrie  skyen  kyss, 

And  seemeth  mountaynes  joyned  bie  cemente, 
From  Godde  hys  greete  and  wondrous  store¬ 
house  sente. 

Fulle  welle  myne  eyne  arede  ytte  canne  ne  bee, 
That  manne  coulde  reare  of  thylke  agreete 
extente, 
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A  chyr che  so  bausyn  fetyvc  as  wcc  see : 

The  flemed  cloudes  disparted  from  it  flie, 
Twylle  bee,  I  wis,  to  alle  eternytye. 

JSELLE'S  SPRYTE  speeketh. 

Were  I  once  moe  caste  yn  a  mortalle  frame, 

To  heare  the  chauntrie  songe  sounde  ynne 
myne  eare, 

T o  heare  the  masses  to  owre  holie  dame, 

T o  viewe  the  cros  yles  and  the  arches  fayre. 
Throughe  the  halfe  hulstred  sylver  twynklynge 
glare 

Of  yon  bryghte  moone  in  foggie  mantles  dreste, 
I  must  contente  the  buyldyng  to  aspere, 
Whylste  ishad  cloudes  the  hallie  syghte  arreste. 
Tyll  as  the  nyghtes  growewayle  I  flie  thelyghte, 
O  were  I  manne  agen  to  see  the  syghte. 

There  sytte  the  canons;  clothe  of  sable  hue 
Adorne  the  boddies  of  them  everie  one; 

The  chaunters  whyte  with  scarfs  of  woden 
blewe, 

And  crymson  chappeaus  for  them  toe  put  onne, 
Wythe  golden  tassyls  glyttrynge  ynne  the  sunne; 
The  dames  ynne  kyrtles  alle  of  Lyncolne  greene, 
And  knotted  shoone  pykes  of  brave  coloures 
done: 

A  fyner  syghte  yn  sothe  was  never  seen. 

ja  BYRTONNE'S  SPRYTE  speaketh. 

Inne  tyltes  and  turnies  was  mie  dear  delyghte, 
For  manne  and  Godde  hys  warfare  han  renome ; 
At  everyche  tyltynge  yarde  mie  name  was 
hyghte, 
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I  beare  the  belle  awaie  whereer  I  come. 

Of  Redclefte  chyrche  the  buyldynge  newe  I 
done, 

And  dyd  fulle  manie  holie  place  endowe, 

Of  Maries  house  made  the  foundacyon, 

And  gave  a  threescore  markes  to  Johnes  hys  toe, 
Then  clos'd  myne  eyne  on  erthe  to  ope  no  moe, 
Whylst  syx  moneths  mynde  upon  mie  grave  was 
doe. 

Full  gladde  ami  mie  chyrche  was  pyghtendown, 
Syth  thys  brave  structure  dothe  agreete  myne 
eye. 

Most  Thys  geason  buyldynge  ^limedst  of  the  towne, 
noble.  Like  to  the  donours  soule,  shalle  never  die ; 

But  if  percase  Tyme,  of  hys  dyre  envie, 

Shalle  beate  ytte  to  rude  walles  and  throckes  of 
stone ; 

The  faytour  traveller  that  passes  bie 
Wylie  see  yttes  royend  auntyaunte  splendoure 
shewne 

Inne  the  crasd  arches  and  the  carvellynge. 

And  pyllars  theyre  greene  heades  to  heaven 
rearynge. 

J0  SPRYTE  OF  SEGOWEN  speeketh. 
Bestoykynge  golde  was  once  myne  onlie  toie, 
Wyth  ytte  mie  soule  wythynne  the  coffer  laie; 
Itte  dyd  the  mastrie  of  mie  lyfe  emploie, 

Bie  nyghte  mie  leman,  and  mie  jubbe  bie  daye. 
Once  as  I  dosynge  yn  the  wyteh  howre  laie, 
Thynkynge  howe  to  benym  the  orphyans 
breadde, 

And  from  the  redeless  take  theyre  goddes  awaie, 
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I  from  the  skien  heard  a  voyce ,  which  said, 
Thou  sleepest,  but  loe  Sathan  is  awake; 

Some  deede  thats  holie  doe,  or  hee  thie  soule 
wylle  take. 

I  swythyn  was  upryst  wyth  feere  astounde; 
Methoughte  yn  merke  was  plaien  devylles  felle: 
Strayte  dyd  I  nomber  twenty  aves  rounde, 
Thoughten  full  soone  for  to  go  to  helle. 

In  the  morne  mie  case  to  a  goode  preeste  dyd 
telle, 

Why  dyd  areede  mee  to  ybuild  that  daie 
The  chyrche  of  Thomas,  thenne  to  pieces  felle. 
Mie  heart  dispanded  into  heaven  laie; 

Soon  was  the  sylver  to  the  workmenne  given, — 
Twas  beste  astowde  a  karynte  gave  to  Heavne. 
But  welle,  I  wote,  thie  causalles  were  not  soe, 
Twas  love  of  Godde  that  sette  thee  on  the 
rearynge 

Of  this  fayre  chyrche,  O  Canynge,  for  to  doe 
Thys  lymed  buyldynge  of  so  fyne  appearynge: 
Thys  chyrch  owre  lesser  buyldyngs  all  owt- 
daryinge, 

Lyke  to  the  moone  wythe  starres  of  lyttle  lyghte; 
And  after  tymes  the  feetyve  pyle  reverynge, 

The  prynce  of  chyrches  buylders  thee  shall 
hyghte; 

Greet  was  the  cause,  but  greeter  was  the  effecte, 
So  alle  wyll  saie  who  doe  thys  place  prospect. 

ja  SPRYTE  OF  FYTZ  HARDYNGE 
speeketh. 

From  royal  parentes  dyd  I  have  retaynynge, 

The  redde  hayrde  Dane  confeste  to  be  mie  syre; 
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The  Dane  who  often  throwe  thys  kyngdom 
draynynge, 

Would  mark  theyre  waie  athrowgh  wythe 
bloude  and  fyre. 

As  stopped  ryvers  alwaies  fyse  moe  hygher, 

And  rammed  stones  bie  opposures  stronger  bee; 
So  thie  whan  vanquyshed  dyd  prove  moe  dyre, 
And  for  one  peysan  theie  dyd  threescore  slee. 
From  them  of  Denmarques  royalle  bloude 
came  I, 

Welle  myghte  I  boaste  of  mie  gentylytie; 

The  pypes  maie  sounde  and  bubble  forthe  mie 
name, 

And  tellen  what  on  Radclefte  syde  I  dyd: 
Trinytie  Colledge  ne  agrutche  mie  fame, 

The  fayrest  place  in  Brystowe  ybuylded. 

The  royalle  bloude  that  thorow  mie  vaynes 
slydde 

Dyd  tyncte  mie  harte  wythe  manie  a  noble 
thoughte ; 

Lyke  to  mie  mynde  the  mynster  yreared, 

Wythe  noble  carvel  workmanshyppe  was 
wroughte. 

Hie  at  the  deys,  lyke  to  a  kynge  on's  throne, 

Did  I  take  place  and  was  myself  alone. 

But  thou,  the  buylder  of  this  swotie  place, 
Where  alle  the  saynctes  in  sweete  ajunctyon 
stande, 

A  verie  heaven  for  yttes  fetyve  grace, 

The  glorie  and  the  wonder  of  the  lande, 

That  shewes  the  buylders  mynde  and  fourmers 
hande, 

To  bee  the  beste  thatte  on  erthe  remaynes; 
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At  once  fot  wonder  and  delyghte  commaunde, 
Shewynge  how  muche  hee  of  the  godde 
reteynes. 

Canynge  the  great,  the  charytable,  and  good, 
Noble  as  kynges  if  not  of  kyngelie  bloude. 

J0  SPRYTE  OF  FRAMPTONE  speeketh. 
Brystowe  shall  speeke  mie  name,  ©•  Radclefte  toe, 
F or  here  mie  deedes  were  goddelye  everychone ; 
As  Owdens  mynster  bie  the  gate  wylle  shewe, 
And  Johnes  at  Brystowe  what  mie  workes  han 
done. 

Besydes  anere  howse  that  I  han  begunne; 

Butte  myne  comparde  to  thyssen  ys  a  groffe: 
Nete  to  bee  mencioned  or  looked  upon, 

A  verie  punelstre  or  verie  scoffe ; 

Canynge,  thie  name  shall  lyven  be  for  aie, 

Thie  name  ne  wyth  the  chyrche  shalle  waste 
awaie. 

ja  SPRYTE  OF  GAUNTS  speeketh. 

I  dyd  fulle  manie  reparatyons  give, 

And  the  Bonne  Hommes  dyd  fulle  ryche 
endowe; 

As  tourynge  to  mie  Godde  on  erthe  dyd  lyve, 

So  alle  the  Brystowe  chronycles  wylle  shewe. 
Butte  alle  mie  deedes  wylle  bee  as  nothynge 
nowe, 

Sythe  Canynge  have  thys  buyldynge  fynyshed, 
Whych  seemeth  to  be  the  pryde  of  Brystowe, 
And  bie  ne  buyldeyng  to  bee  overmatched: 
Whyche  aie  shalle  laste  €r  bee  the  prayse  of  alle, 
And  onlie  in  the  wrecke  of  nature  falle. 
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J2  A  KNYGHTE  TEMPLARS  SPRYTE 

speeketh. 

In  hallic  landc  where  Sarasins  defyle 
The  grounde  whereon  oure  Savyour  dyd  goe, 
And  Chryste  hys  temple  make  to  moschyes  vyle, 
Wordies  of  despy te  genst  oure  Savyour  throwe. 
There  twas  that  we  dyd  owre  warfarage  doe, 
Guardynge  the  pylgryms  of  the  Chrystyan  faie; 
And  dyd  owre  holie  armes  in  bloude  embrue, 
Movynge  lyke  thonder  boultes  yn  drear  arraie. 
Owre  strokes  lyke  levyn  tareynge  the  tall  tree 
Owre  Godde  owre  arme  wyth  lethalle  force 
dyd  dree. 

Maint  tenures  fayre,  ande  mannoures  of  greete 
welthe, 

Greene  woodes,  and  brooklettes  runnynge 
throughe  the  lee, 

Dyd  menne  us  gyve  for  theyre  deare  soule  her 
helthe, 

Gave  erthlie  ryches  for  goodes  heavenlie. 

Nee  dyd  we  lette  oure  ryches  untyle  bee, 

But  dyd  ybuylde  the  Temple  chyrche  soe  fyne, 
The  whyche  ys  wroughte  abowte  so  bismarelie; 
Itte  seemeth  camoys  to  the  wondrynge  eyne; 
And  ever  and  anon  when  belles  rynged, 

From  place  to  place  ytte  moveth  yttes  hie  heade ; 
Butte  Canynge  from  the  sweate  of  hys  owne 
browes, 

Dyd  gette  hys  golde  Gr  rayse  thys  fetyve  howse. 

LANYNGETONNES  SPRYTE 

speeketh. 

Lette  alle  mie  faultes  bee  buried  ynne  the  grave ; 
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Alle  obloquyes  be  rotted  mythe  mie  duste; 
Lette  him  fyrst  carpen  that  no  wemmes  have : 
Tys  paste  mannes  nature  for  to  bee  aie  juste. 
But  yette  in  sothen  to  rejoyce  I  muste, 

That  I  dyd  not  immeddle  for  to  buylde; 

Sythe  thys  quaintissed  place  so  gloryous, 
Seemeynge  alle  chyrches  joyned  yn  one  guylde, 
Has  nowe  supplied  for  what  I  had  done, 
Whych  toe  mie  cierge  is  a  gloryous  sonne. 

•0  ELLE'S  SPRYTE  speeketh. 

Then  lette  us  alle  do  jyntelie  reveraunce  here, 
The  beste  of  menne  and  Byshoppes  here  doe 
stande : 

Who  are  Goddes  shepsterres  and  do  take  good 
care, 

Of  the  goode  shepe  hee  putteth  yn  theyre  hand; 
Ne  one  if  loste  butte  alle  in  well  likande 
Awayte  to  heare  the  Generalle  Byshoppes  calle, 
When  Mychaels  trompe  shall  sound  to  ynmoste 
lande, 

Affryghte  the  wycked  and  awaken  alle: 

Then  Canynge  ryses  to  eternal  reste, 

And  fyndes  hee  chose  on  erthe  a  lyfe  the  beste. 
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THE  WORLDE. 

FADRE,  SONNE,  O  MYNSRELLES. 

FADRE. 

O  the  worlde  newe  and 
ytts  bestoykenynge 
waie 

^Thys  coistrelle  sonne  of 
myne  ys  all  mie  care, 
Yee  mynstrelles  warne 
hymme  how  wyth 
rede  he  straie 
Where  guylded  vyce 
dothe  spredde  her  mascilde  snare, 

To  gettyng  wealth  I  woulde  hee  shoulde  be 
bredde, 

And  couronnes  of  rudde  goulde  ne  glorie  rounde 
hys  hedde. 

FIRST  MYNSTREL. 

Mie  name  is  Intereste,  tis  I 
Dothe  yntoe  alle  bosoms  flie, 

Echone  hylten  secretes  myne, 

None  so  wordie  goode,  and  dygne, 

Butte  wylle  fynde  ytte  to  theyr  coaste, 
Intereste  wyll  rule  the  roaste. 

I  to  everichone  gyve  lawes, 

Selfe  ys  fyrst  yn  everich  cause. 

SECOND  MYNSTREL. 

I  amme  a  faytour  flame 
Of  lemmies  melancholi, 

Love  somme  behyghte  mie  name, 

Some  doe  anemp  me  follie ; 

Inne  sprytes  of  meltynge  molde 
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I  settc  mie  burneynge  sele, 

T o  mee  a  goulers  goulde 
Docthc  nete  a  pyne  avele, 

I  bre  upon  the  helthe; 

And  from  Gode  redeynge  flee, 

Xhe  manne  who  woulde  gette  wealthe 
Muste  never  thynke  of  mee. 

THIRD  MYNSTREL. 

I  bee  the  Queede  of  Pryde,  mie  spyrynge  heade 
Mote  reche  the  cloudes  and  stylle  be  rysynge 
hie, 

T oo  lyttle  is  the  earthe  to  bee  mie  bedde, 

T oo  hannow  for  mie  breetheynge  place  the 
skie; 

Daynous  I  see  the  worlde  bineth  me  lie 
Botte  to  mie  betterres,  I  soe  lyttle  gree, 
Aneuthe  a  shadow  of  a  shade  I  bee, 

Tys  to  the  smalle  alleyn  that  I  canne  multyplie. 

FOURTH  MYNSTREL. 

I  am  the  Queed  of  goulers,  look  arounde 
The  ayrs  aboute  mee  thieves  doe  represente, 
Bloudsteyned  robbers  sprynge  from  oute  the 
grounde, 

And  airie  vysyons  swarme  around  mie  ente ; 

O  save  mie  monies,  ytte  ys  theyre  entente 
T o  nymme  the  redde  Godde  of  mie  fremded 
sprighte 

Whatte  joie  canne  goulers  have  ordaieornyghte! 

FIFTH  MYNSTREL. 

Vice  bee  I  hyghte  onne  golde  fulle  ofte  I  ryde, 
Fulle  fayre  unto  the  syghte  for  aie  I  seeme; 
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Mic  ugsomness  wythe  goldcnnc  veyles  I 

hy  de, 

Laicyngc  mie  lovers  ynne  a  sylkenne  dreme ; 

Botte  whan  mie  untrue  pleasaunce  have  byn 
tryde, 

Thanne  doe  I  showe  alle  horrownesse  and 
row, 

And  those  I  have  ynne  nette  woulde  feyne  mie 
grype  eschew. 

SIXTH  MYNSTREL. 

I  bee  greete  Dethe,  alle  ken  mee  bie  the  name, 

Botte  none  can  saie  howe  I  doe  loose  the 
spryghte, 

Goode  menne  mie  tardyinge  delaie  doethe 
blame, 

Botte  moste  ryche  goulerres  from  me  take  a 
flyghte; 

Myckle  of  wealthe  I  see  whereere  I  came, 

Doethe  mie  ghastness  mockle  multyplye 
Ande  maketh  hem  afrayde  to  lyve  or  die. 

FADRE. 

Howe  villeyn  Mynstrelles,  and  is  this  your 
rede, 

Awaie :  Awaie :  I  wyll  ne  geve  a  curse, 

Mie  sonne,  mie  sonne,  of  this  mie  speeche  take 
hede, 

Nothynge  ys  goode  thatte  bryngeth  not  to 
purse. 
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J$THE  UNKNOWN  KNIGHT  OR 
THE  TOURNAMENT. 


HE  Matten  belle  han 
sounded  long, 

The  Cocks  han  sang 
their  morning  songe, 
When  lo !  the  tuneful 
Clarions  sound 
(Wberein  all  other  noise 
was  drown'd) 

Did  echo  to  the  rooms 


around, 

And  greet  the  ears  of  Champyons  stronge ; 

Arise,  arise  from  downie  bedde 

For  Sunne  doth  gin  to  shew  his  hedde! 


Then  each  did  don  in  seemlie  gear, 
What  armour  eche  beseem'd  to  wear, 
And  on  each  sheelde  devices  shone, 
Of  wounded  hearts  and  battles  won, 
All  curious  and  nice  echon ; 

With  manie  a  tassild  spear; 

And  mounted  echeone  on  a  steed 
Unwote  made  Ladies  hearts  to  blede. 


Heraulds  eche  side  the  Clarions  wound, 

The  Horses  started  at  the  sound; 

The  Knyght  es  echeone  did  poynt  the  launce, 
And  to  the  combattes  did  advance; 

From  Hyberne,  Scotland,  eke  from  Fraunce; 
Thyre  prancyng  horses  tare  the  ground ; 

All  strove  to  reche  the  place  of  fyghte, 

The  first  to  exercise  their  myghte — 
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O'Rocke  upon  his  courser  fleet, 

Swift  as  lightning  were  his  feet, 

First  gain'd  the  lists  and  gatte  him  fame ; 

From  West  Hybernee  Isle  he  came, 

His  myghte  depictur'd  in  his  name. 

All  dreded  such  an  one  to  meet; 

Bold  as  a  mountain  wolf  he  stood, 

Upon  his  swerde  sat  grim  dethe  and  bloude. 

But  when  he  threwe  downe  his  Asenglave, 
Next  came  in  Syr  Botelier  bold  and  brave, 

The  dethe  of  manie  a  Saraceen; 

Theie  thought  him  a  Devil  from  Hells  black  den, 
Ne  thinking  that  anie  of  mortalle  menne 
Could  send  so  manie  to  the  grave. 

For  his  life  to  fohn  Rumsee  he  render'd  his 
thanks 

Descended  from  Godred  the  King  of  the  Manks. 

Within  his  sure  rest  he  settled  his  speare, 

And  ran  at  O'Rocke  in  full  career; 

Their  launces  with  the  furious  stroke 
Into  a  thousand  shivers  broke, 

Even  as  the  thunder  tears  the  oak, 

And  scatters  splinters  here  and  there ; 

So  great  the  shock,  their  senses  did  depart, 

The  bloude  all  ran  to  strengthen  up  the  harte. 

Syr  Botelier  Rumsie  first  came  from  his  traunce, 
And  from  the  Marshall  toke  the  launce ; 
O'Rocke  eke  chose  another  speere, 

And  ran  at  Syr  Botelier  full  career; 

His  prancynge  stede  the  ground  did  tare ; 
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In  haste  he  made  a  false  advance; 

Syr  Botelier  seeing,  with  myghte  amain 
Fellde  him  down  upon  the  playne. 

Syr  Pigotte  Novlin  at  the  Clarions  sound, 

On  a  milk-white  stede  with  gold  trappings 
around, 

He  couchde  in  his  rest  his  silver-poynt  speere, 
And  ferslie  ranne  up  in  full  career ; 

But  for  his  appearance  he  payed  full  deare, 

In  the  first  course  laid  on  the  ground, 

Besmeer'd  in  the  dust  with  his  silver  and  gold, 
No  longer  a  glorious  sight  to  behold. 

Syr  Botelier  then  having  conquer'd  his  twayne, 
Rode  Conqueror  off  the  tourneying  playne ; 
Receivying  a  garland  from  Alice's  hand, 

The  fayrest  Ladye  in  the  lande. 

Syr  Pigotte  this  viewed,  and  furious  did  stand, 
Tormented  in  mind  and  bodily  peyne, 

Syr  Botelier  crown'd,  most  galantlie  stode, 

As  some  tall  oak  within  the  thick  wode. 

Awhile  the  shrill  Clarions  sounded  the  word ; 
Next  rode  in  Syr  John,  of  Adderleigh  Lord, 
Who  over  his  back  his  thick  shield  did  bryng, 
In  checkee  of  redde  and  silver  sheeninge, 

With  steede  and  gold  trappings  beseeming  a 
King, 

A  guilded  fine  Adder  twyned  round  his  swerde. 
De  Bretville  advanced,  a  man  of  great  myghte 
And  couched  his  launce  in  his  rest  for  the 
fyghte, 
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Ferse  as  the  falling  waters  of  the  lough, 

That  tumble  headlonge  from  the  mountains 
browe, 

Ev'n  so  they  met  in  drierie  sound, 

De  Bretville  fell  upon  the  ground, 

The  bloude  from  inward  bruised  wound, 
Did  out  his  stained  helmet  flowe; 

As  some  tall  bark  upon  the  foamie  main, 

So  laie  De  Bretville  on  the  plain. 

Syr  John  of  the  Dale  or  Compton  hight, 
Advanced  next  in  lists  of  fyght, 

He  knew  the  tricks  of  tourneyinge  full  well, 
In  running  race  ne  manne  culd  him  excell, 

Or  how  to  wielde  a  sworde  better  tel, 

And  eke  he  was  a  manne  of  might; 

On  a  black  Stede  with  silver  trappynges 
dyght 

He  darde  the  dangers  of  the  tourneyd  fyghte. 

Within  their  rests  their  speeres  they  set, 

So  furiously  ech  other  met, 

That  Compton's  well  intended  speere 
Syr  John  his  shield  in  pieces  tare, 

And  wound  his  hand  in  furious  geir; 

Syr  Johns  stele  Assenglave  was  wette; 

Syr  John  then  toe  the  marshal  turn'd, 

His  breast  with  meekle  furie  burn'd. 

The  tenders  of  the  feelde  came  in, 

And  bade  the  Champyons  not  begyn ; 

Eche  tourney  but  one  hour  should  last, 

And  then  one  hour  was  gone  and  past. 
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M  DIALOGUE. 


J0  Between  MASTER  PHILPOT  AND 
WALWORTH,  COCKNEIES. 


PHILPOT. 

^  God  ye  God  den,  my  good  naighbour, 
Howe  d  ye  ayle  ? 

How  does  your  wyfe,  man !  what  never  assole  r' 
Gum  rectitate  vivas,  verborum  mala  ne  cures. 
WALWORTH. 

Ah,  Mastre  Phyllepot,  eyil  tongues  do  saie 
That  my  wyfe  wyll  lyen  down  to  daie : 

Tis  ne  twaine  moneths  syth  shee  was  myne  for 
aie. 


PHILPOT. 

Animum  submittere  noli  rebus  in  adversis, 
Nolito  quaedam  referenti  semper  credere. 
But  I  pity  you  nayghbour,  is  it  so  S 

WALWORTH. 

Quae  requirit  misericordiam  mala  causa  est. 
Alack,  alack,  a  sad  dome  mine  in  fay, 

But  oft  with  cityzens  it  is  the  case; 

Honesta  turpitudo  pro  bonS 

CausS  mori,  as  auntient  pensmen  sayse. 
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J#  THE  MERRIE  TRICKS  OF 
LAMYGETOWNE. 

Iscam.) 

RYGOUROUS  doome 
is  myne,  upon  mie  faic: 
Before  the  parent  starre, 
the  lyghtsome  sonne, 
Hath  three  tymes  lyghted 
up  the  cheerful  daie, 
To  other  reaulmes  must 
Laymingtonne  be 
gonne, 

Or  else  my  flymsie  thredde  of  lyfe  is  spunne ; 
And  shall  I  hearken  to  a  cowarts  reede, 

And  from  so  vain  a  shade,  as  lyfe  is,  runne  { 

No !  flie  all  thoughtes  of  runynge  to  the  Queed; 
No !  here  I’ll  staie,  and  let  the  Cockneies  see, 
That  Laymyntone  the  brave,  will  Laymygne- 
towne  still  be. 

T o  fyght,  and  not  to  flee,  my  sabatans 
File  don,  and  girth  my  swerde  unto  my  syde; 

I'll  go  to  ship,  but  not  to  foreynge  landes, 

But  act  the  pyrate,  rob  in  every  tyde ; 

With  Cockneies  bloude  Thamysis  shall  be 
dyde, 

Theire  goodes  in  Bristowe  markette  shall  be 
solde. 

My  bark  the  laverd  of  the  waters  ryde, 

Her  sayles  of  scarlette  and  her  stere  of  golde ; 

My  men  the  Saxonnes,  I  the  Hengyst  bee, 

And  in  my  shyppe  combyne  the  force  of  all 
their  three. 
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Go  to  my  trustie  menne  in  Sclwoods  chace, 
That  through  the  lessel  hunt  the  burled  boare, 
Tell  them  how  standes  with  me  the  present  case, 
And  bydde  them  revel  down  at  Watchets  shore, 
And  saunt  about  in  hawlkes  G  woods  no  more ; 
Let  every  auntrous  knyghte  his  armour  brase, 
Their  meats  be  mans  fleshe,  O'  theyre  beverage 
gore, 

Hancele,  or  Hanceled,  from  the  human  race; 
Bid  them,  like  mee  theyre  leeder,  shape  theyre 
mynde 

To  be  a  bloudie  foe  in  armes,  gaynst  all 
mankyne. 

RALPH. 

I  go  my  boon  companions  for  to  fynde. 

(Ralph  goes  out.) 
LAMYNGETOWNE. 

Unfaifull  Cockneies  dogs!  your  god  is  gayne. 
Wh6n  in  your  towne  I  spent  my  greete  estate, 
What  crowdes  of  citts  came  flockynge  to  my 
traine, 

What  shoals  of  tradesmenne  eaten  from  my  plate, 
My  name  was  alwaies  Laymyngeton  the  greate; 
But  whan  my  wealth  was  gone,  ye  kennd  me  not, 
I  stood  in  warde,  ye  laughed  at  mie  fate, 

Nor  car'd  if  Laymyngeton  the  great  did  rotte, 
But  know  ye,  curriedowes,  ye  shall  soon  feele, 
IVe  got  experience  now,altho  I  bought  it  weele. 

You  let  me  know  that  all  the  worlde  are  knaves, 
That  lordes  and  cits  are  robbers  in  disguise; 

I  and  my  men,  the  Cockneies  of  the  waves, 

Will  profitte  by  your  lessons  and  bee  wise; 
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Make  you  give  back  the  harvest  of  youre  lies ; 
From  deep  fraught  barques  I'le  take  the  mysers 
soul, 

Make  all  the  wealthe  of  every  my  prize, 

And  cheating  Londons  pryde  to  Dygner 
Bristowe  rolle. 


JtfL  FRAGMENTS. 

J0(Englyshed  from  Ecca  Bishoppe  of  Here- 
forde  in  D.LVII.,  bie  Rowleie.) 

HAN  azure  skie  ys  veylde  yn 
robes  of  nyghte, 

Whanne  glemmrynge  dewe- 
dropes  stounde  the  faytours 
eyne, 

Whanne  flying  cloudes,  betinged  wyth  roddie 
lyghte, 

Doth  on  the 
shine, 

Whan  even  star  fayre  herehaughte  of  nyght, 
Spreds  the  darke  doskie  sheene  alonge  the 
mees, 

The  wreethynge  neders  sends  a  glumie  lyghte, 
And  houlets  wynge  from  levyn-'blasted  trees. 
Arise  mie  spryghte  and  seeke  the  distant  dell, 
And  there  to  ecchoyng  tonges  thie  raptured 
joies  ytele. 


brindlynge  wolfe  and  woodbore 
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HANNE  sprynge  came 
dauncynge  onne  a  flourette 
bedde, 

Dighte  ynne  greene  raiments  of 

- rH  a,  chaung7nge  kynde ; 

1  he  leaves  of  hawthorne  boddeynge  on  hys 
hedde, 


And  whyte  prymrosen  coureynge  to  the  wynde; 
Thanne  dyd  the  shepster  hys  longe  albanne 
spredde  S 

Uponne  the  greenie  banckeO  daunced  arounde, 
Whilest  the  soeft  flowretts  nodded  onne  his 
hedde, 


And  hys  fayre  lambes  besprenged  onne  the 
ground; 

Anethe  hys  fote  the  brooklette  ranne  alonge, 
Whyche  strolled  rounde  the  vale  to  here  hys 
joyous  songe. 


^(Englysshedfrom  Elmar  Byshoppe  of  Selseie, 
bie  Rowlie.) 

OWE  maie  alle  helle  open  to 
golpe  thee  downe, 

Whylste  azure  merke  immenged 
wythe  the  daie; 

Shewe  lyghte  on  darkened  peynes 
to  be  moe  roune, 

O  maiest  thou  die  lyving  deathes  for  aie; 

Maie  floodes  of  Solfirre  bear  thie  sprighte 
anoune, 

Synkeynge  to  dephths  of  woe,  maie  levynne 
brondes 
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T r emblc  upon  thie  peyne  devoted  crowne, 

And  senge  thie  alle  yn  vayne  emploreynge 
hondes ; 

Maie  alle  the  woes  that  Godis  wr athe  canne  sende 
Uponne  thie  heade  alyghte,  and  there  theyre 
furie  spende. 


JZ  (Entroductyon  to  the  Enterlude  of  the 
Apostate.) 

OX  goulde  or  bighes  wylle 
bringe  thee  heavenwere 
Ne  kyne  or  mylkie  flockes  upon 
the  playne, 

Ne  mannours  rych  nor  banners 
brave  and  fay  re, 

Ne  wife  the  sweetest  of  the  erthlie  trayne. 

J*KINGE  RICHARD. 

J3  (bie  Johne,  seconde  abbatte  of  Seyncte 

ARTE  of  lyone !  shake 
thie  sworde, 

Bare  thie  mortheynge 
steinede  honde: 

Quace  whole  armies  to 
the  Queede, 

Worke  thie  wylle  yn 
burlie  bronde. 

Barons  here  on  bankers- 
browded, 

Fyghte  yn  furres  gaynste  the  cale; 
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Whilest  thou  ynne  thonderynge  armes, 
Warriketh  whole  cyttyes  bale. 

Harte  of  lyon !  Sound  the  beme ! 
Sounde  ytte  ynto  innder  londes, 

Feare  flies  sportinge  ynne  the  cleembe, 
Inne  thie  banner  terror  stondes. 


Jf  THE  ROMAUNTE  OF  THE 
CNYGHTE. 


JS1  (By  John  de  Burgham.) 

HE  Sunne  ento  Vyrgyne 
was  gotten, 

I  The  floureys  al  arounde 
onspryngede, 

|  The  *woddie  Grass 
blaunched  the  Fenne, 
The  Quenis  *Ermyne 
arised  fro  Bedde ; 

Syr  Knyghte  dyd 
ymounte  oponn  a  Stede 
Ne  Rouncie  ne  Drybblette  of  make, 

Thanne  asterte  for  ^dur'sie  dede 
Wythe  Morglaie  hys  Fooemenne  to  make 
bleede ; 


♦  Wrin¬ 
kled.  E. 
v  Yellow 
flag. 


*  Hardy. 


Eke  swythyn  as  wynde  Trees  theyre  Hartys 
to  shake. 

Al  doune  in  a  Delle,  a  merke  dernie  Delle, 
Wheere  Coppys  eke  Thighe  Trees  there  bee, 
There  dyd  hee  perchaunce  Isee 
A  Damoselle  askedde  for  ayde  on  her  kne, 

An  Cnyghte  uncourteous  dydde  bie  her  stonde, 
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swered. 

E. 

The  Knyghte  sed,  I  proove  on  thie  Gaberdyne. 

Alyche  Boars  cnchafcd  to  fyghte  heie  flics. 

The  Discoorteous  Knyghte  bee  strynge,  botte 
stryngcr  the  righte, 

The  dynne  bee  herde  a  myle  for  fuire  in  the 
fyghte, 

Tyl  thee  false  Knyghte  yfallethe  and  dyes. 

Damoysel,  quod  the  Knyghte,  nowe  comme 
thou  wi  me, 

Y  wotte  welle,  quod  shee,  I  nede  thee  ne  fere. 

The  Knyghte  yfallen  badd  woulde  Ischulde 
bee, 

Butte  loe  he  ys  dedde,  maie  itte  spede  Heaven- 
were. 


Hee  hollyd  herr  faeste  bie  her  honde. 
Discorteous  Cnyghte,  I  doe  praie  nowe  thou 
telle 

Whirst  doeste  thou  bee  so  to  thee  Damselle.^ 
The  Knyghte  hym  ^assoled  eftsoones, 

Itte  beethe  ne  mattere  of  thyne. 

Begon,  for  I  wayte  notte  thye  boones. 
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THE  FREERE  OF  ORDERYS 
WHYTE. 

HERE  was  a  Broder  of 
Orderys  Whyte, 

Hee  songe  hys  Masses 
yn  the  nyghte; 

Ave  Maria,  Jesu 
Maria. 

The  nonn.es,  al  sleoeynoe 
yn  the  Dortoure, 
Thoughte  hym  of  al 
syngeynge  Freerers  the  Flowre. 

Ave  Maria,  Jesu  Maria. 

Suster  Agnes  looved  his  syngeyng  welle, 

And  songe  with  hem  too  the  sothen  to  telle; 

Ave  Maria,  Jesu  Maria. 

But  be  ytte  ne  sed  bie  Elde  or  yynge 
That  ever  dheye  oderwyse  dyd  synge 
Than  Ave  Maria,  Jesu  Maria. 

This  Broder  was  called  evrich  wheere 
To  Kenshamm  and  to  Brystol  Nonnere; 

Ave  Maria,  Jesu  Maria. 

Botte  seyynge  of  masses  dydwurch  him  so  lowe, 
Above  hys  Skynne  hys  Bonys  did  growe. 

Ave  Maria,  Jesu  Maria. 

He  eaten  Beefe  ande  Dyshes  of  *Mows, 

And  honted  everych  Knyghtys  House 
With  Ave  Maria,  Jesu  Maria. 

And  beynge  ance  moe  in  gode  lyken, 

He  songe  to  the  Nones  and  was  poren  agen; 

With  Ave  Maria,  Jesu  Maria. 

H3  p 


*  Boiled 
corn.  E, 


J*  HEREAUDYN. 

J3  (A  Fragmente.) 

|  YNGE  Hereaudyn  al  bie  the 
grene  Wode  sate, 

Hereynge  the  swote  Chelandrie 
ande  the  One, 

Seeinge  the  kenspecked  amaylde 
flourettes  nete, 

Envyngynge  to  the  birds  hys  Love  songe  true. 
Syrre  Preeste  camme  bie  and  forthe  hys  bede*- 
rolle  drewe, 

Fyve  Aves  ande  on  Pater  moste  be  sedde; 
Twayne  songe:  the  on  hys  Songe  of  Willowe 
Rue, 

The  odher  one— — 
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SONGE  OF  SEYNCTE  BALDWYNNE. 

HANN  Norrurs  O' 
hys  menne  of 
myghte, 

Uponne  thys  brydge 
darde  all  to  fyghte, 
Forslagenn  manie 
warriours  laie, 

And  Dacyanns  well 
nie  wonne  the  daie. 
Whanne  doughty  Baldwinus  arose, 

And  scatterd  deathe  amonge  hys  foes, 

Fromme  out  the  brydge  the  purlinge  bloode 
Embolled  hie  the  runnynge  floude. 

Dethe  dydd  uponne  hys  anlace  hange, 
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And  all  hys  arms  were  "  gutte  dc  sangue." 
His  doughtinesse  wrought  thilk  dismaye, 
The  foreign  warriors  ranne  awaie; 

Erie  Baldwynus  regardedd  well 
How  manie  menn  forslaggen  fell ; 

To  Heaven  lyft  oppe  hys  holie  eye, 

And  thanked  Godd  for  victorye ; 

Thenne  threw  his  anlace  ynn  the  tyde, 
Lyvdd  ynn  a  cell,  and  hermytte  died. 


JjL  SONGE  OF  SEYNCTE  WAR- 
BURGHE.  . 

j  HANNE  Kynge 
Kynghill  ynne  hys 
honde 

Helde  the  sceptre  of 
thys  londe, 
Sheenynge  starre  of 
Chrystes  lyghte, 
The  merkie  mysts  of 

_ ,  pagann  nyghte 

Gan  to  scatter  far  and  wyde: 

Thanne  Seyncte  Y/arburghe  hee  arose, 

Doffed  hys  honnores  and  fyne  clothes; 
Preechynge  hys  Lorde  Jesus  name, 

Toe  the  lande  of  West  Sexx  came, 

WEare  blaeke  Severn  rolls  hys  tyde. 

Stronge  ynn  faithfullness,  he  trodde 
Overr  the  waterrs  lyke  a  Godde, 

Till  he  gaynde  the  distaunt  *hecke, 

Ynn  whose  bankes  hys  staffe  dydd  steck, 
Wytnesse  to  the  myrracle; 
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*  Rock. 
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Thenne  he  preechedd  nyghte  and  date, 

And  set  manee  ynn  ryghte  waie. 

Thys  goode  staffe  great  wonders  wroughte, 
Moe  than  gueste  bie  mortalle  thoughte, 

Orr  thann  mortall  tonge  can  tell. 

Thenn  the  foulke  a  brydge  dydd  make 
Overr  the  streme  untoe  the  hecke, 

All  of  wode  eke  longe  and  wyde, 

Pryde  and  glorie  of  the  tyde ; 

Whych  ynn  tyme  dydd  falle  awaie: 
Then  Erie  Leof  he  bespedde 
Thys  grete  ryverr  fromme  hys  bedde, 
Round  hys  castle  for  to  rynne ; 

T'was  in  trothe  ann  ancyante  onne, 

But  warre  and  tyme  wyll  all  decaie, 

Now  agayne,  wythe  bremie  force, 

Severn  ynn  hns  aynciant  course 
Rolls  hys  rappyd  streeme  alonge, 

*  Sand.  With  a  *sable  swifte  and  stronge, 

E.  Movynge  manie  ann  okie  wood: 

Wee,  the  menne  of  Bristowe  towne, 

Have  yreerd  thys  brydge  of  stone, 
Wyshynge  echone  that  ytt  maie  laste 
Till  the  date  of  daies  be  past, 

Standynge  where  the  other  stoode. 
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M  SANCTE  WARBUR. 

N  aunticnt  dayes,  when 
Kenewalchyn  King 
Of  all  the  borders  of  the 
sea  did  reigne, 

Whos  cutting  celes,  as 
the  Bardyes  synge, 

Cut  strakyng  furrowes  in 
the  foamie  mayne, 
Sancte  Warbur  cast 
aside  his  Earles  estate, 

As  great  as  good,  and  eke  as  good  as  great. 

Tho  blest  with  what  us  men  accounts  as  store, 
Saw  something  further,  G*  saw  something  more. 

Where  smokyng  Wasker  scours  the  claiey  bank, 
And  gilded  fishes  wanton  in  the  sunne, 
Emyttynge  to  the  feelds  a  dewie  dank, 

As  in  the  twyning  path'-waye  he  doth  runne; 
Here  stood  a  house,  that  in  the  ryver  smile 
Since  valorous  Ursa  first  wonne  Bryttayn  Isle; 
The  stones  in  one  as  firm  as  rock  unite, 

And  it  defyde  the  greatest  Warriours  myghte. 

Around  about  the  lofty  elems  hie, 

Proud  as  their  planter,  reerde  their  greenie  crest, 
Bent  out  their  heads,  whene'er  the  windes  came 
bie, 

In  amorous  dalliaunce  the  flete  cloudes  kest. 
Attendynge  Squires  dreste  in  trickynge  brighte, 
To  each  tenth  Squier  an  attendynge  Knyghte, 
The  hallie  hung  with  pendaunts  to  the  flore, 

A  coat  of  nobil  armes  upon  the  doore; 
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Horses  and  dogges  to  hunt  the  fallowe  deere, 

Of  pastures  many,  wide  extent  of  wode, 
Faulkonnes  in  mewes,  and,  little  birds  to  teir, 
The  sparrow  Hawke,  andmanieHawkies  gode. 
Just  in  the  prime  of  life,  when  others  court 
Some  swottie  Nymph,  to  gain  their  tender  hand, 
Greet  with  the  Kynge  and  trerdie  greet  with 
the  Court 

And  as  aforesed  mickle  much  of  land  . . . 


A. 


A 
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ML  WARRE. 

JZ  (By  John,  seconde  Abbotte  of  Seyncte 
Austyns  Mynsterre.) 

F  warresglummpleasaunce 
doe  I  chaunte  mie  laie 
T routhe  tips  the  poynctelle, 
wysdomme  skemps  the 
lyne, 

Whylste  hoare  experiaunce 
telleth  what  toe  saie, 

And  forwyned  hosbandrie 
wyth  blearie  eyne, 
Stondeth  O'  woe  bements ;  the  trecklynge  bryne 
Rounnynge  adone  hys  cheekes  which  doethe 
shewe, 

Lyke  hys  unfrutefulle  fieldes,  longe  straungers 
to  the  ploughe. 

Saie,  Glowster,  whanne,  besprenged  on  evrich 
syde, 

The  gentle  hyndlette,  and  the  vylleyn  felle; 
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Wbanne  smetheynge  sange  dyd  flowc  lykc  to  a 

a  tydc' 

And  sprytes  were  damned  for  the  lacke  of  knelle, 

Diddest  thou  kenne  ne  lykeness  to  an  helle, 

Where  all  were  misdeedes  doeynoe  lyche 
unwise, 

Where  hope  unbarred  and  deathe  eftsoones  dyd 
shote  theyre  eies. 

Ye  shepster-swaynes  who  the  ribibble  kenne, 

Ende  the  thyghte  daunce,  ne  loke  uponne  the 
spere 

In  ugsommnesse  warre  moste  bee  dyghte  toe 
menne, 

Unseliness  attendethe  honourewere; 

Quaffe  your  swote  vernage  and  atreeted  beere. 


JK!  a  chronycalle  of  brystowe. 

JE I  (Wrote  bie  Raufe  Chedder,  Chapmanne, 
MCCCLVI.) 

NNE  whilomme  daies,  as  storie 
saies, 

Ynne  famous  Brystowe  towne 
Dhere  lyved  Knyghtes,  doughtie 
yn  fyghtes, 

Of  marvellous  renowne. 

A  Saxonne  boulde  renowned  of  oulde 
For  Dethe  and  dernie  dede, 

Maint  Tanmen  slone  the  Brugge  uponne, 
Icausynge  hem  to  blede. 

Baldwynne  hys  name,  Rolles  saie  the  same 
And  yev  hymme  rennome  grate, 

Hee  lyved  nere  the  Ellynteire, 

A1  bie  Seyncte  Lenardes  Y ate. 

A  mansion  hie,  made  bosmorelie, 

Was  reered  bie  hys  honde, 

Whanne  he  ysterve  :  hys  name  unkerve 
Inne  Baldwynne  streete  doe  stonde. 

On  Ellie  then,  of  Mercyanne  Menne, 

As  meynte  of  Pentells  blase, 

Inne  Castle-stede  made  dofull  dede 
And  dydde  the  Dans  arase. 

One  Leefwyne  of  kyngelie  Lyne 
Inne  Brystowe  town  dyd  leve, 

And  toe  the  samme  for  hys  gode  name 
The  Ackmanne  Yate  dyd  gev. 

Hammon,  a  Lorde  of  hie  Accorde, 

Was  ynne  the  strete  nempte  brede 
Soe  greate  hys  Myghte,  soe  strynge  yn  fyghte, 
Onne  Byker  hee  dyd  fede. 
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Fitz  Lupous  dignc  of  gentle  Lyne 
Onne  Radclief  made  hys  Baie, 

Inn  moddie  Gronne,  the  whyche  uponne 
Botte  Reittes  and  roshes  laie. 

Than  Radclyve  Strete  of  Mansyonnes  meete 
In  semelie  gare  doe  stonde, 

And  Canynge  grete  of  fay  re  Estate 
Bryngeth  to  Tradynge  Londe. 

Hardynge  dydde  comme :  from  longe 
Kyngddomme 

Inne  Knyvesmythe  Strete  to  lyne, 

Roberte,  hys  Sonne,  moche  gode  thynges  donne. 

As  Abbattes  doe  blasynne. 

Roberte  the  Erie,  ne  conkered  curll, 

Inne  Castle-stede  dyd  fraie  ; 

Yynge  Henrie  too  ynne  Brystowe  true 

As  ^Hydelle  dyd  obaie.  *  A 

A  Maioure  dheene  bee,  ande  I  amne  hee,  Sanctu* 

B otte  anne  ungentle  W y ghte ; —  ary.  E . 

Seyncte  Marie  tende  eche  ammie  frende 
Bie  hallic  Taper  lyghte. 


1 2 1 
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Jg  ON  THE  MYNSTER, 

|ITH  daitivc  steppe 
Religyon  dyghte 
in  greie, 

Her  face  of 
doleful  hue, 
Swyfte  as  a  takel 
thro'we  bryght 
heav'n  tooke  her 
waie. 

And  ofte  and  ere  anon  dyd  saie, 

Aie!  mee!  what  shall  I  doe; 

See  Brystoe  citie,  whyche  I  nowe  doe  kenne, 
Arysynge  to  mie  view, 

Thycke  throng'd  wythe  soldyers  and  wythe 
traffyek'-menne ; 

Butte  saynctes  I  seen  few. 


Fytz^Hardynge  rose! — he  rose  lyke  bryghte 
sonne  in  the  morne, 

Faire  dame,  adryne  thein  eyne, 

Let  all  thie  greefe  bee  myne, 

For  I  wylle  rere  thee  uppe  a  Mynster  hie, 
The  toppe  whereof  shall  reech  ynto  the  skie; 
And  wyll  a  Monke  be  shorne; 

Thenne  dyd  the  dame  replie, 

I  shall  ne  be  forelourne ; 

Here  wyll  I  take  a  cherysaunied  reste, 

And  spend  mie  daies  upon  Fytz- Hardy  nges 
breste. 
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